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DRAMATIS PSRSONiB. 



Don Pedro, prince of Arragon. Friar Francis. 

Don John, his bastaid brother. Dogberry, i 

Claudio, a young lord of Hot- Verges, Jtwooffioeii, 

, A Sexton. 4,M-i^jWcr 

Benedick, a young geafleman . ^ J 

of Padua. ^ 



Leonato, goveraorofi 

Antonio, his brother. Hero, daughter to Leonato. 

Balthazar, attendant on Don Beatrice, niece to Leonato, 



Pedro. Margaret, i gentlewomen at- 

Borachio, ^ followers of Don Ursula, j tending on Hero. 
CONRADE, ) John. 



Messengers, Watch, Attendants, &a 
Scene — Messma, 



ACT 1. 
ScmB I. Before (he hnue ofLmoaAxo. 

Enter Leonato , Hrbo , and Beatrice y with a Messenger. 

Leon, I learn in this letter that Don Pedro of Arragon 
comes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He is Veij near hj this: he was not three leagaes 
off when I left him 

Leon, How many gentlemen have jon lost in this action? 

Mesa, But few <^ any sort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victoxy is twice itself when the achiever hxings 
home fall mmdben. I find here that Don Pedro hath bestowed 
much honoor on a joong Florentine called Qandio. 
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Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally remembered 
by Don Pedro. He hath borne himself beyond the promise 
of his age; doing, in the figure of a lamb, the feat« of a lion: 
he hath , indeed , better bettered expectation than you miifll 
expect of me to tell you how. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Meaaina will be veiymucli 
glad of it. 

Mess. I have already delivered him letters , and there ap- 
pears much joy in him; even so much , that joy could not show 
itself modest enough without a badge of bitt^esa. 

Leon. Did he break out into tears? 

MeUi In great measure. 

Leon. A kind overflow of kindness: there are no faces 
truer than those that are so washed. How mnok better is it 
to weep at joy than to joy at weeping! 

Beat. I pfay joa, is Signior Montasto retumed from the 
wars or no? 

Mess. I know none of that name, lady: there was none 
sach in tiie army of any sort. 

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece? 

Hero. My cousin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mess. 0, he's retumed; and as pleasant as ever he was. 

Beat. He set up his biUs here in Messina, and challenged 
Cupid at the flight; and my uncle's fool, reading the chal- 
lenge, subscribed for Cupid, and challenged him at the bird* 
bolt. — I pray yon, how many hath he killed and eaten in these 
wars? But how many hath he killed? for, indeed, I promised 
to eat all of his killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece , you tax Signior Benedick too much; 
but he*ll be meet with yon, I doaht it not. 

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these wars. 

Beat You had miis<7 victaal, and he hath holp to eat 
it: he's a yexy valiant trencher-maii; he hatii an earoeilent 
stomach. 

Mess, And a good soldier too, lady. 
Beau Andagoodaoldiertoalady: — bntidiat is heto 
• lord; 
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Mess, A lord to a lord, a man to a man; BtoffiMl nith all 
boDoarable virtues. 

Beai. itisBO, indeed; he is no less than astoffodman: 
hot Hoar the stuffing , — wdl , we are aU mortal. 

Zmm, Yon nnist not, sir, mistake mj niece. There is a 
kind of meny war betwixt Signior Benedick and her: thej 
nem meet hot tiieie*s a skirmish of wit between tiieuL 

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing hy thatl Li our last con- 
flict fonr of bis five wits went baiting off, and now is the whole %ofpi<A 
man governed with one: so that if he have wit enOl^ jh to keep »l 
himself warn, lethim bearit toadifferenoebetweenhimself 
andhishones fnr it is all the wealth that he haOi left, to be 
known a reasonable creatore. — Who is his conipanion now? 
He hath every montili a new sworn brother* 

jUSns. 1st possible? 

JBsol. Very easily possible: he wears his fiuth bat as the | 
ftshion of his hat; it ever changes with tiie next block. ^>tvi^ 

Me88. I see, lady, the gen&man is not in your books. ^ 

Beai, No; an he were, I would bam my study. Bat, I y , 
pray you , who is his companion? Is tiiere no yonng squarer 
now that will make a vK^yage with him to the devil? (' 

Mesa. He is most in the company of the ri^t noble 
Claadio. 

Be«L O Lord, he will hang upon him like a disease: he 
is sooner canght than the pestilence, and the taker rans 
presenHj mad. God help the noble Glaadb! if he have 
caaght the Benedick, it wUl cost him a thousand poond ere 
he be cured. 

Mess, I will hold Mends with you, lady. 

Beat, Do, good friend. 

Leon, You will never run mad, niece. 

Beat, No, not till a hot January. 

Mess, Don Pedro is approached. 

Enter Dox Pfeono, Dox Jonx, Cuumio, Bxxxmox, and 

Balthabab. 

J). Pedro, Good Signior Leonato, you are come to meet 
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your trouble: the fashioa of the world Ib to avoid cost, and 
you encounter it. 

l4on, Never came trouble to my hooBC in the likeness of 
your grace: to trouble being gone, comfort should remain; 
but when yott depart £com me, sorrow abides, and happiness 
takes his leave. 

D. Pedro. You embrace yoor ehariyi too willingly. — I 
think this is your daughter. 

Lean. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, sir , that yon asked her? 

XeoA.' Signior Benedick, no \ for then were yon a child. 

D. Pedro. You have it fioll, Benedi<&: we may guess by 
Hus what yoii are, being a man. — Trtdy , tiie lady &thef» 
herself. — Be happy, lady; for yon are Hke an honoorable 
father. 

Bme. If Signior Leonato be her fttiier, she would not 
haTC'his head on her shonlden for all Mesaina, as like him 
as she is. 

Beat. I wonder that yoa will stDl be talking, Signior 
Benedick: nobody marks yon. 

Bene, What, my dear Lady Disdain! are yon yet living? 
Beat Jb it possible disdain shoold die while she hath 
such meet food to feed it as Sl^or Benedick? Ckrarteqr 
, itself must convert to disdain, if yoa come in her presence. 
^ ^ t Bene, Then is conrtcf^ a tnmooat — Bat it is certain I 
<yj^ am loved of all ladies, only yoa excepted: and I would I could 
^ find in my heart thatlhad not a hard heart; for, truly, Ilove 
none. 

Beat, A dear happiness to women: ^bey would else have 
been troubled with a pemidoos suitor. I thank God and my 
cold blood, I am of your humour for that: I had rather bear 
my dog baidk at a crow titan a maai swear be loves me. 
Bene, God keep your ladyship stiU bk that mind! so some 
«i gentleman or other shall scape a predestinate scratched ftce. 

^^^A^AiA^ Beat Scratching could not nuike it worse^ an 'twere such 
^ a fkce as yours were. 

Bene. Well, yoa are a rare paiiot4eaeber 
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Beat, A bird of my tongue is better than a beast of yoiirs. 
Bene. 1 would my horse had the speed of your tongue, 
and so good a contmuer. But keep jour way, o' God's name; MA^O ^ 



BeaL You always end with a jade's trick; I know you 
of old. 

D. Pedro. This is the sum of all: Leonato, — Signior 
Claudio and Signior Benedick, — my dear friend Leonato 
hath invited you all. I tell him we shall stay here afe the 
least a month; and he heartily prajs some occasion may 
tain us longer: I dare swear he is no hypocrite, but prayt 
from his heart 

Leon. If you swear , my lord , you shall not be forsworn. 
— Let me bid yon welcome, my lord : being reconciled to the 
prince your brother, I owe you all duty. 

D, John* I thank yon: I am not of many words, but I 
thank yon. 

Leon, Please it your grace lead on? 

2). Pedro, Yonr hand, Leonato; we will go together. 



CSoud. Benediek, didst thou note the daughter of Signior 
Leonato? 

Bene. I noted her not; but I looked on her. 

CKoud Is she not a modest young lady?. 

Bene, Do yon question me, as an honest man should do, 
Kor my simple true judgment; or would you have me speak 
after my custom, as beii^ a pro&ssed fgrTaot to their ses? 

Claud. No; I potay thee speak In sober judgment 

Bene, Why, ffrith, methinks she's too low £br a high 
praise, too brown fiar a feur praise, and too litde f or a great 
praise: only iihis'commendation I can a£ford her, — that were 
she other than she is, she were unhandsome; and beuig no 
other but as she is, I do not like her. 

Claud. Thou thinkest I am In sport: I pray Ibee tell me 
tn^y bow ^ou likest her. 

Bene. Would you buy her, that yon inqpiire after her? 

Qaud, Can the world buy such a jewel? 



I have done. 




[Exeunt all except Benedick and Claudio. 
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Bene. Yea, and a case to pot it into. But speak you this 
: X^-TJt . ^ ^ farow V or do yon play the flontiiig Jack , to tell us ^( 
Cupid 28 a good hare-finder , and Vulcan a rare carpenter? * 
Come, in what key shall a man take you, to go in the song? 

Claud. In mine eye she is the sweetest lady that ever I 
looked on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see no such 
matter: tiiere's her cousin, an she were not possessed with a 
fury , exceeds her as much in heauly as the first of May doth 
the last of December. But I hope you hare no intent to turn 
husband, have you? 

CknuL I would scarce trust myself, though I had sworn 
the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene, Is't come to this, in faith? Hath not the world 
one man but he will wear his cap with suspicion? Shall I 
never see a bachelor of tiireesooie again? Go to> i'fiuth; an 
thou wilt needs thrust thy neck into a yoke , wear the print 
of it, and sigh away Sundiays. Look; Don Pedro is retimied 
to seek yon. 

Re-enter Don Pidbo. 

D. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that you fol- 
lowed not to Leonato's? 

Bene. I would your grace would eonstrain me to tell. 
^ " D. Pedro. 1 charge tihee on thy alliance. 

j Bene. You hear, Count Claudio: I can be secret as a 
dumb man, I would have you think so; but <m my dlegiance, 
— mark you this, on my allegiance. — He is in love. With 
who? — now that is your grace's part *— Mark bow short Mb 
answer is; — Witii Hero, Leonato's short daughter. 

Ckeud. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Uke the old tale, my lord: ^4t is not so, n<» 'twas 
not so; but indeed, Gk>d forbid it should be so." 

(Raud. If my passion change not diortly, Ood forbid it 
should be otherwise. 

D, Pedro. Amen, if yon love her; for the lady is very 
well worthy. 
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Claud, You speak this to fetch me in , my lord. 

D.Pedro. By my troth , I speak my thought. 

Claud, And , in faith ^ my lord, 1 spoke mme. 

Bene. Andy by my two fiuths and trotli«| my lordi 1 
q[K>ke mine. 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

D, Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene, That I neither feel how she should be loved, nor 
know how she should be worthy , is the opinion that fire can- i 
not melt out of me : I "will die in it at the stake. /A^'O 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in the 
despite of beauty. 

Claud. And ne?er could maintain his part but in the force 
of his will. 

Bene, That a woman conceived me, I thank her; that she 
brought me up, I likewise give her most humble thanks: but 
that I win have a re cheat winded in n^ fbrehead, or hang my ' p 
0 tyv^ bugle in an invisible baldrick , all women shall paidon me. oCvvt v-' 
«s (^^.^^^Because I will not do them the wrong to mistrust any, I will 
do myself the right to trust none; and the fine is {for the 
which I may go tiie finer), I will live a bachelor. ' 
D. Pedro, I shall see thee , ere I die^ look pale with love. 
Bene, With ai^er, with slyness, or'willL hunger, mf 
lord; not with love: pixm ^aA ever I lose more blood wit£ 
love than I will get again with drinking, pick oat mine eyes 
with a ballad-miner's pen, and hang me iqp at the door of a 
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fat] 



D, Pedro. Well, if ever then dost &11 from tiliis fidA, 
thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene, 1£ I do^ hang me in a bottle like a cat, and shoot 
at me; and he lhat hits me, lethim be clapped on the shoulder, 
and called Adam. 

D* Pedro, Well, as time shall try: 
«In time the savage bull doth bear tibe yoke." 

Bene. The savage bull may; but if ever the senidble 
Benedick bear it, pluck off tiie bull's horns, and set them in 
my forehead: and l^t me be vilely painted; and in sacli grea^ 
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letters as they wxitoi ^^Here is good hozse to hire," let them 
signify under my aigni '*Here yoa may see Benediok the 

married man." 

^.^ ' Ckrnd, If this should efer happen^ thou wooldsl he 
' ; -4 honi*mad« 

' , , jD. Mro, Nay I if Cnpid have not spent all his qolTer in 
i I V-V] v^^^ I quake to this shortfy. 

Bene, I look for an earthquake too , then. 
D. Pedro. Well, jou will temporize with the hours. In 
the mean time , good Signior Benediek , repair to Iieonato*s: > 
Gonmiend me to him, and tdl him I will not foil him at sup* I 
per; for Indeed he hath made great preparation. 
« Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for sneh an 
emhassage; and so I commit you, — 

Claud. To the tuition of God; From my house (if 1 
had it), — 

D. Pedro, The sixth of July : Your loving friend, Benedick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not. The body of your dis- 
course is sometime guarded with fi-agments , and the guards a 
are but slightly basted on neither: ere you flout old ends any u rU;w>VN 
further, examine your conscience: and so I leave you. [Exit, 

Claud, My liege , your highness now may do me good. 

D, Pedro. My love is thine to teach: teach it but how, 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn i 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

CUtud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord? 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero; she's his only heir. 
Dost thou affidct her, Claodio? 

Gaud. 0, my lord, 

when you went onward on this ended adicm, | 
I look*d upon her with a soldier's eye , I 
That Uk'd, hut had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of lore : 
Bat now I am retura'd, and tiiat war-thoughts 
J Hare left thenrplaeesTaeant, in thehr rooms 
; *:^)v. CiomeAronging soft and delicate desii6s» 
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All prompting me how fair young Hero is^ 
Baying , I lik'H her ere I went to wars. 

D, Pedro, Thou wilt be like a lorer presentiij, 
And tire the hearer with A book of worda. 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it; 
And I will break with her and with her father, 
And thou shalt have her. Was't not to this end 
That thou begann'st to twist so fine a story? 

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love, 
That know love's grief by his complexioii! 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
I would have salv'd it with a longer treatise. 

D. P^o. What need the faiidge much broader than the 
flood? 

The fairest grant is the necessily. Az-lMji 

Look, what will serve is fit: *tis once, thou lovest; r^'^^^y^^- 

And I will fit thee with tiie remedy. 

I know we shall have levelUng to-night: 

I will assume thy part in some disguise , 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio; 

And in her bosom Til undasp heart , 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 

And stroqg encounter of my amorous tale: 

Then after to her &ther will I break ; 

And the conehudon is, she shall be tihine. 

Ir piactice let us put it presentlj. [Eseunt, 



ScBHB n. A room m Lnovilo's koute, 

EfUer^ severaUiff Lbovato and Ajnrono. 

Leon. How now, hrotherl "Where is my ooushi, your 
son? hath he provided thk muslet 

Jm* He is very bu^ about it. But, brother, I eau teU 
you strange news , that you yet dreamt not of. 

Leon. Are they good? 

Ant As the event stamps them: but tiiey have a good 
cover; they show well outward. The prince andCountdaudio, 
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walking in a thick-pleached alley in my orchard, were thus 
much overheard by a man of mine: the prince discovered to 
Claudio that he loved my niece your daughter, and meant to 
acknowledge it this night in a dance; and if he found her ac- 
cordant, he meant to take the present time by the top, and 
instantly break with you of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit that told you this? 

Ant. A. good sharp fellow : I will send for him ; and question 
him yourself. 

Leon. No , no ; we will hold it as a dream till it appear 
itself: but 1 will acquaint my daughter withal, that she may 
be the better prepared for an answer , if peradventure this be 
true. Gro you and tell her of it. — {Exit Antonio, — Several 
persons cross the stage,] Cousin , you know what you have to 
do. — 0, 1 cry you mercy, friend; go you with me, and I will 
ttse your akilL — Good cousin, haye a care this busy time. 

Scene III. Another room in Leonato'b house. 

Enter Don John and Comrade. 
Con. What the good-year , mj lord! why are yon thus 

out of measure sad? 

D. John. There is no measure in the oceasion that breeds 
it) therefore the sadness is without limit. 

Con. You should hear reason. 

D. John. And when I haye heard it, what blessing 
bringeth it? 

Can* If,not a present remedy, yet a patient sufferance. 
D. /oftn. I wonder that thou , being (as thou sayest thou 
art) bom under Saturn, goest about to apply a moral medi- 
eme to a mortifying misdiief. I eannot hide what I am: I 
must be sad when I have canae, and smile at no man's jests; 
eat when I haye stomach, and wait for no man's leisure; 
, sleep when I am drowify, and tend on no man's business; 
, laugh when I am meny, and chwr no man in his humour. 
' ^X. CbiB. Yea, but you must not make the full show of this 
till you may do it without controlment Ifon haye of laA^ 
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stood out against your brother, and he hath ta'en yon newly 
into his grace; where it is impossible y<m should take true 
root but by the fair weather that you make yomneif : it is , 
.* |neediul that you frame the season for your own harrest vir^ 
/ D. «/oA». I had rather be a canker in a hedge than a rose 

Tin his grace; and it better fits my blood to be disdained of 
all than to fashion a carriage to rob love from any: in this, 
thou^ I cannot be said to be a flattering honest man, it must 
not be denied but I am a plain-dealing yillain. I am trusted 
with a muzzle, and enfranchised with a dog; therefore I have «• / 
decreed not to sing in my cage, if I had my mouth, I would 
bite; if I had my Hberly, I would do my liJdng; in the mean 
time let me be that I am, and seek not to alter me. 
dm. Can you make no use of your discontent? 
2>. John, I make all use of it, to I use it only. — Who 
comes here? 

Enter Bobaghio. 
What news, Boradhio? 

Born, I came yonder from a great supper: the prince 
your brother is royally entertained by Leonato; and I can 
giro you intelligence <Kf an intended maniage. 

D. John, Will it serve for any model to build mischief 
on? WhaAishetoafool tluii betrofhs hunself to unquiet- 
ness? 

Bora, VLkoJj it is your brother's right hand. 
D. John, THio, the most exquisite Claudio? 
Bora. Even he. 

D,John^ A proper squire! And who, and who? which 
way looks he? 

Bora, Many, on Hero, the daughter tod heir of Leonato. 

D, John, A very fomued Mai&^ckl How eame you Wtvw. 
tothis? / ^ 

Bora. Being entertained liar a perfbmer, as I was smok- ^ , 
ing a musty room , comes me the prince and Claudio, hand in -> ^ UA^-i ^ 
httud, in Slid conference: I whipt me behind the arras; and 'ul 
there heard it agreed upon , that the prince should woo Hera ^ 
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for himself y and having obtained her, give her to Count 
Glaudio. 

D» John. Come, come, let us thither : this maj prove food 
to my displeasure. That young start-up hath all the glory 
of my overthrow : if I can cross him any way, I bless myself 
every way. You are both sure, and will assist me? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

D. John. Let us to the great supper: their cheer is the 
greater that I am subdued. Would the cook were of my 
mind I — Shall we go prove what's to be done? 

Bora. We'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt. 

ACT 11. 
8cnBHB I. A haU in Lbonato'b house. 

Enter Leokato, Antonio, Hero, Beatbigb, and others. 

Leon. Was not Count John here at sapper? 
, Ant. I saw him not. 
. ^'PU ^ Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks! I nerer can see 
' him bat I am heart-burned an hour after. 

' Bero. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man that were made just in 
the midway between him and Benedick: the one is too like 
an image, and says nothing; and the other too like my lady*s 
eldest son , evermore tattling. 

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick's tongue in Count 
John's mouth, and half Connt John's mdancholy in Signior 
Benedick's fEice, — 

Beat. With a good leg and a good foot, ande, and money 
eaoogh. in his purse, such a man would win any woman in tito 
world, if he could get her good- will. 
. ' Leon. By my trotib, niece, thou wilt never get thee a has* 
)^v^ band| if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

\ AM. In faithi she*B too ciunBt 

^^J^MfS^ Beat. Too carst ia more than curst: I shall lessen Qod'a 
I sanding that way; fbr it is said, **God sends a cant cow 
^ short hooB ; *' Imt to a cow too eimrt he senda none. 
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Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send you no horns. 

Beat. Just, if he send me no husband; for the which 
blessing I am at him upon my knees every morning and 
evening. Lord , 1 could not endure a husband with a beard 
on his face: I had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leon. You may light on a husband that hath no beard. 

Beat. What should I do with him? dreM him in my ap- 
parel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman? He that 
hath a beard Is more than a youth; and he that hath no beard 
is lesB than a man: and he that is more than a youth is not 
fat me; and he that is less than a man, I am not for him.'tv-^^Kc. 
therefore I will even take sixpence in earnest of the bear-^ ^5 cm* 
ward, and lead his apes into heU. C C/V '^^'^i 

Leon, Well, then, go you into hell? 

Beat, No; but to the gate; and there will the devil meet - 
me, like an old cuckold, with horns on his head, and saj, 
^'Qet you to heaven, Beatrice , get you to hearen; here's no 
place for you maids : " so deliver I up my apes, and away to 
Saint Peter: for the heavens, he shows me where the bache- 
l<m sit, and there live we as merry as the day is long. 

Ant, Well, niece [to Hero\^ I trust yon will be ruled by 
your father. 

Beat. Yes, faith; it is my cousin's duty to make cour- 
ii&Bfj and say, Father, as it please you:'* — but yet for all 
that, cousin, let him be a handsome fellow, or else make an- 
other oonrtesy, and say, " Father, as it please me." 

Leon, Well, niece , I hope to see you one day fitted with 
a husband. 

Beat, Not till Qod make men of some other metal than 
earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be ovennastered 
with apiece of valiant dust? to make an account of her life 
to a dod of ^J^^'v^^^jj^l? No, unole, 111 none: Adam's %yv^^ 
sons are my brrottfl a y Md, tndy, I hold it a sin to match in 
my kindred. 

Lean. Daughter, remember what I told you: if ilie prince 
do solicit you in that kind , you know your answer. 

Beat. The fimlt will be in the music,, cousin, if you be 
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not wooed in good time: if the prince be too important, tell 
him there is measure in every thing, and so dance out the 
answer. For, hear me, Hero: — wooing, wedding, and re- 
penting , is as a Scotch jig , a measure , and a cinque-pace : 
the first suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as 
fantastical; the wedding, mannerly-modest, as a measure, full 
of state and ancientry; and then comes repentance, and, with 
his bad legs , falls into the cinque-pace faster and fasteri till 
he sink into his grave. 

Leon. Cousin , you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle , I can see a church by 
daylight. 

Leon, The revellers are entering, brother: make good 
room. 

Sater Don Pedbo, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, Don John, 
BoBAOHio, Margabet, Ubsula , and others^ masked. 

D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your friend? 

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and say 
nothing, I am yours for the walk^ and especially when I walk 
away. 

D. Pedro. With me in your company? 
Hero. I may say so, when I please. 
D. Pedro. And when please you to say so? 
Hero. When I like your faTonr^ for God defend the late 
f should be like the case ! 

^ ^ Pedro, My visor is Philemon's roof ; within the house 

is Jove. 

Li 

^ • Hero. Why, then, your visor should be thatch'd. 

D. Pedro* Speak low, if you speak love. 

^ [Takes her aeide. 

BaUh. Well, I would you did like me. 
Marg. So would not I, for yonr own sake; fox I have 
Biany ill qualities. 

BaUk. Whichisone^ 

Marg. I say my prayers aloud. 

BaWL I lore yoQ the better; the hearen may eiy, Amen* 
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Marg. God match me mih, a good daaeerl 
Balih, Amen. 

Marg, And Grod keep him out of no^ nght when the 
dance is done! -—Answer, clerk. 

BaUh. No more woirdfl: the derk is answered. 

Urs, I know yoa well enough; you are SIgnior Antonio. 

Ant, At a w<Mrd| I am not 

Un. I know you by the waggling of yoor hiead. 

Ant To tell you troe, I counterfeit him. 

Urt, Yoa could never do him so ill-well, unless yoa were 
the Teiy man. Here's his dxj hand op and down: yoa are 
hCi yon are he. 

AnL At a word, I am not 

Ur9, Gome, oome, do yoa think I do not know yoa by 
yoor excellent wit? can yirtae hide itself? QotO|minniyoa 
are he: graces wiU appear, and there's an end. 

Beat Willyoanottellme who toldyoaso? 

Bene, No, yoa shall pardon me. 

Beat Nor will yoa not tell me who yoa are? 

Bene* Not now. 

Beai, That I was disdainfol, and that I had my good wit 
oat of the Hundred Marry Tales: — well, this was SIgnior 
Benedick that said so. 

Bene, Whafshe? 

Beat I am sore yoa know him well enough. 
Bene* Not I , beliere me. 
Beast, Did. he never make yoa laogfa? 
Bene, I pray you , what is he? 

Beat Why, he is the prince's jester: a Tety doll ibol; 
only his gilt is in devising impossible shmders: none hot 
libertines delight in him; and the coomiendation is not in 
his wit, botinhisviHany; £(ir he both pleases men and angers 
them, and then th^laogh at him and beat him. lamsnre 
he is in the fleet: 1 would he had boarded me. 

Bene, men I know tiie genHeman, 111 tell hun what 
you say. 

Bwt Do, do: hell bat break a comparison ortwoonme; 
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which , peradventure , not marked , or not laughed at , strikes 
him into melancholy ; and then there's a partridge' wing saved, 
for the fool will cat no supper that night [Mtme urithki,] We 
must follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them at the 
next tnining. 

[Donee. Then exeunt ail except Don Jokn^ Borachio^ 
and CkKudio. 

D, Mm. Sore my broHier la amoroiu o& HerO| and hath 
withdrawn her faUier to break witili him about it. The ladies 
follow her, and but one vitor remains. 

Bora. And that is Glaudio: I know him by his bearing. 

D. John. Are not you Signior Benedick? 

Oaud. You know me well; I am he. 

D. John. Signior, yon are very near my brother in his 
lore: he is enanmred on Hero; I pray you, dissuade him ftom 
heri she is no eqnal for his birth: yon may do the part of an 
honest man in it. 

Claud. How know you he loves her? 

D. John. I heard him swear his affection. 

Bora. So did I too; and he swore he would many her to- 
night. 

D. John. Come, let us to the banquet. 

[Exeunt Don John and Borachio* 

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 
But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio. 
'Tis certain so *, — the prince wooes for himself. 
Friendship is constant in all other things 
Save in the office and affairs of love : 
Therefore all hearts in love use their own tongues; 
Let every eye negotiate for itself, 
And trust no agent; for beauty is a witch, 
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. . 
This is an accident of hourly proof, 
Which X mistrusted not. Farewell , therefore , Hero I 
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Bene. Count Claudio? 
Claud, Yea, the Bame. 
Bene. Come , will you go with me ? 

Claud, Whither? f 
Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own business, ^d-'/yM^ 
count. What fashion will you wear the garland of? about 
your neck, hke an usurer's chain? or under your arm, Uke a 
lieutenant's scarf? You must wear it one way, for the prince 'Jv-'X.- ] 
hath got your Hero. 

Claud. I wish him joy of her. * r * 

Bene. AVTiy, that's spoken like an honest drover : so they fh^ y' 
sell bullocks. But did you think the prince would have served 
you thus? 

Claud, I pray you, leave me. 

Bene, Hoi now you strike like the blind man: 'twas the 
boy that stole your meat, and you'U beat the post. 

Claud. If it will not be, I'll leave you. [Exit, ^^^^J^^,,, 

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl! now wiR he creep into sedges. ^ 
— But , that my Lady Beatrice should know me, and not know j 
me! The prince's fool! — Ha! it may be I go imder that ' 
title because I am merry. — Yea, but so I am apt to do my- 
self wrong; I am not so reputed: it is the base, though bitter, 
disposition of Beatrice that puts the world into her persoUi 
and so gives me out Well, I'll be revenged as I may. 

Be-tnier Don Pbdro. 

B. Pedro, Now, signior, where's the count? did you see 
him? 

Bene Troth, my lord, I have played the part of Lady " ' 
Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a lodge in a war- ' ■':^\^ • > * ) 
ren : I told him , and I think I told him true , that your grace o wau*^< ^ v*^. 
had got the good- will of this young lady ; and I offered him y 
my company to a willow-tree , either to make him a garland, 
as being forsaken, or to bind him up a rod, as being worthy 
to be whipped. 

D.Pedro. To be whipped I What's his fault? 

3 
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Bene. The flat transgression of a Bchool-boy, who, being 
orajoyed with finding a bird'0-nert, shows it Ids.cflfnpamon, 
and he steals it 

D.Adro. THltflioiimalEeatnistatEansgmaion? The 
tfanqgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss the rod had heen made, 
and the gadsod too ; for the gadand he might hare worn him- 
self, and the rod he might have bestowed on yon, who, as I 
take it, ha?e stolen his bird's-nest 

D. Pedro, I will but teach them to sing , and restore them 
to the owner. 

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by my faith, 
you say honestly. 

D. Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you; the 
gentleman that danced with her told her gh» is much wronged 
by yoo. 

Bene, 0 , she misused me past the endurance of a block ! 
an oak bat with one green 1^ on it would hare answered 
lier; my veiy visor began to assume life and soold with her. 
She told me, — not thinking I had been myself, — that I was 
the prince's jester, and that I was duller than a great tiiaw; 
huddling jest upon jest, with such impossible conveyance, upon 
me, that I stood like a man at a mark, with a whole army 
shooting at me. She speaks poniards, and ereiy word stabs: 
If her InreaUi were as tonible as her terminatiotts, there were 
no living near her; she would infeettofhe north star. I wonld 
not marry her, though die were endowed with all that Adam 
had left him before he transgressed: she would have made 
Hercules have tuned spit, yea, and have dell his dnb to 
make the fire too. Come, tdknotofher: you shall find her 
the infernal AtA in good appaxd. I wonld to God some 
scholar would eoqjnre her; f& certainly, while she is here, a 
man may live as qidet in heU as in a sandnaiy; and pe^ 
upon puxpose , because they wodd go thither; so , indeed , all 
disquiet^ honor, and perturbation fdlow her. 

D. Pedro, iMk, here she cmes* 
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Re-enter Claudio , Bbatrick , Hero , and Lbonato. 

Bene. Will your grace commaDd me any service to the 
world's end? I will go on the slightest errand now to the 
Antipodes that you can devise to send me on; I will fetch you 
• a toothpicker now from the furthest inch of Asia; bring you 
the length of Prester John's foot; fetch you a hair off the great 
Cham's beard; do you any embassage to the Pigmies; — 
rather than hold three words' conference with this haipy. You 
have no employment for me? 

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good company. 

Bene. 0 God, air, here's a dish I love not: I cannot endure 
my Lady Tongue. [Exit. 

D, Pedro, Come, lady, oome; joa have lost the heart of 
Signior Benedick. 

Beai. Indeed, my lord , he lent it me awhile; and I gave 
bim use for it, ^a double heart for his single one: many, WJ * . 
once before he won it of me with false dice, therefore your OA*\k 
grace may weU say I have lost it. 

D. Pedro. You haye pot him down, lady, yoa have put 
him down. ^ 

Beat So I woold not he should do me, my lord, lest I 
should prore the mother of fools. — I have brought Comit 
Giaudio, whom yoa sent me to seek. 

JD. jRsdro. Why, how now, comit! wherefore axe yoa sad? 

CZoRfd. Not sad, my lord. 

D. /Mra. How then? sick? 

CKotid. Keither, my lord. 

Btat* The eouit is neither sad, nor sick, nor meay, tm 
weli; bat cifil, cooni, — civil as an orange, and sometfaiiig of 
that jealous oompleiion» 

jD. Ptdro, rftith, lady, I think your blaaon to be trae; 
fliough, 1*11 be sworn, if be be so, his conceit is false. — Here, - 
Qaadio, I have wooed In thy name, and fidr Hero Is won: I 
bare broke with her &ther, and, his good-wiU obtained, name 
the day of maniage , and God give thee joy I 

Ison. Coonti takeof memy dangbleri andwitbbermy 
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fortqnet: his grace liath made tiie matehi and all grace say 
Amentoitl 

Beau Speak| county 'tia your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of j 07 : 1 were bnt 
little happy, if I could say howmnch. — Lady,as yon are mine, 
I am yoois: I giro away myself for you, and dote upon the 
exchange. 

Beat Speak, consin; or, if yon cannot, stop^is mouth 
with a kiss, and let not him speak neither. ^ 

D. Pedro. la &ith , lady, yon have a meny heart 

Beat. Yea, my lord; I tfaiaak it, poor fool, it keeps on the 
windy side of care. — > ify consin tdOs him in his ear that he 
is in her heart 

Claud. And so she doth, con^ 

Beat. GkxMl Ixurd, for alHancel — Thns goes erery one to 
the world but I, and I am snn-bnmed; I may dt in a comer, 
and eiy Heigh-ho for a husband I 

jD. Pedro, Lady Beatrice, I wiil get you one. 

Beat, I would rather have one of your father*s getting. 
Hath your grace ne'er a brother like you? Your father got 
excellent husbands, if a maid could come by them. 

D. Pedro. Will you Lave me, lady? 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have another foi: work- 
ing-days: your grace is too costly to wear every day. But, 
I beseech your grace, pardon me: I was bom to speak all 
mirth and no matter. 

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to be merry 
best becomes youj for, out of question, you were bom in a 
merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried; but then there 
was a star danced, and under that was I born. — Cousins, God 
giyeyoujoy! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told you of? 
Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle. — By your grace's pardon. 

[EzU. 

D. Pedro. By my troth , a pleasant-spirited lady. 

Leon, There's little of itie melancholy element in her, my 
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bgrd: the iB never sad but when die sleeps; and not e?eir sad 
flien; to I hare heard my daughter saji die hatili often 
dreamed of nnhappiness , and waked hersdf with langhing. 

D. Pedro, She cannot endure to hear tell of a husband. 

Leon. Oj hy no means : she modes all her wooers ont of suit. 

Z>. Pedro, She were an ezeellent wife for Benedick. 

Leon, 0 Lord, my lord, if they were Imt a week married, 
thej woold talk tibemselves mad! 

D. Pedro, Count CHaudiOi when mean jou to go to 
diurdi? 

Claud, To-monow, my lord: time goes on crutehes tOl 
lore have all his rites. 

Leon, Not till Monday, my dear son, iddch is hence a 
just seren-night^ and a time too bnef ^ too, to h«?e all things 
answer mj mind. 

D. pAo, CSome , you duike the head at solong ahreath- 
ing: but, I warrant thee, GUndio , the time shall not go dully 
by us. I will, in the interim, undertake one of Hercules' 
labours; which is, to bring Signior Benedick and the Lady 
Beatrice into a mountain of affection the one with the other. 
I would fain have it a match; and I doubt not but to fashion 
it, if you three will but minister such assistance as I shall 
give you direction. 

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me ten nights' 
watchings. 

Claud. And I , my lord. 

X>. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero? 

Hero. I will do any modest ofiice, my lord, to help my 
cousin to a good husband. 

D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhopefullest husband 
that I know. Thus far can I praise him^ he is of a noble 
strain, of approved valour, and confirmed honesty. I will 
teach you how to humour your cousin , that she shall fall in 
love with Benedick; — and I, with your two helps, will so 
practise on Benedick, that, in despite of his quick wit and his 
queasy stomach, he shall fall in love with Beatrice. If we can 
do this, Cupid is no longer an archer: his gloiy shall be ours, 
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Qamm 11. Jnother room in Iaovato'b house. 

Enter Doir Jomr and Bobaorio. 

D. John. It is so; the Count Claudio shall marry the 
daughter of Leonato. 

Bora. Yea, my lord; but I can cross it. 

/). John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment will be 
medicinable to me: I am sick in displeasure to him; and 
whatsoever comes athwart his affection ranges evenly with 
mine. How canst thou cross this marriage? 

Bora. Not honestly, my lord; but so coyertly that no dis- 
honesty shall appear in me. 

jD. John. Show me briefly how. 

Bora. I fldnk I told your lordship, a year sfnee, how 
much I am in fhe favour ni Mugarefc, the waiting-gentle- 
womtti to Bero* 

J). Jekn, I zemenilier. 

Bora. I ean, at any mueasonable instant of the night, 
appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber-window. 
J). Jokn. What 1^ ia in ^t^ to be tiie death of this 

marriage? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper. Go you 
to Ihe prince your brother; spare not to tell him that he hath 
wronged his honour in manying the renowned Claudio (whose 
eatunation do you mightily hold up) to a contaminated stale, 
such a one aa Hero. 

D. John. What proof shall I make of that? 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex Claudio, 
to undo Heio, and kfli Leonato. Look you fbr any other 
issue? 

D. Mn. Only to despite them, I will endeavour any 

thing. 

Boreu Go, then ; And me a meet hour to draw Don Pedro 
and the Count Claudio alone: tell them that you know that 
Hero loves me; intend a kind of aeal both to the prince and 
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Claudio, as, — in love of your brother's lumoar, who hath 
made this match, and his Mend's reputation, who is thus like 
to be cozened with the semblaiice of a maid, — that you have Jrv(»Ai/vvva>l 
discovered thus. They will scarcely belie?6 tliia without J 
trial: offer them instances; which shall bear no less likeli- 
hood than to see me at ha chambeir-window; hear me call 
Margaieti Hero; hear Margaret term me Claudio; and bring 
them to see this the very night before the intended wedding, 

for in the mean time I will so £uluoii the matter that Hero 
shall be absent, and there shall appear such seeming tmtii. of 
her disloyalty^ that jealousy shall be called assoraiice, and 
all the preparation overthrown. 

D, John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can, I will 
put it in practice. Be cumung in the wodkiiig this, and thy 
fee is a thousand diicp.ts. 

Bora. Be yoa constant in the aecosationi and my eimning 
shall not shame me. 

J), John, I will presently go leam theur day of marriage. 

[&teiifK. 

SosHX m. Lbohato's garden. 

Enter Biwbdick and a Boy. 
Bene, Boy, — 
Bojf, Signiar? 

Bene, in my chamber-window lies a book: biing it hither 
to me in the occhaid. 

Boy. I am here already, sir. 

Bene. I loiaw that; but I woold have tiMe heneey and 
here again. [ExU J)oy.] I do rnnoh wonder that one man, 
seeing how moch another man is a fed idien be dedicates liis 
beiiavioars to loyCi will, alfcer hehalh lan^^editsttek shidiow 
fbOies in others, become the argument of his own seem by 
idling in lore: and such a man is Caandlo. I have known 
when there was no music with him but tike dram and the fife; 
and now had he rather hear the t/Am and tiie pipe; Ihave wwJ^;iJ^lf 
known when he would have walked ten mile a-foot to see H 
goodaimoitr; and now irillh^lie ten nights awake» earviqg 
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the fashion of a new doublet. He was wont to speak plain 
and to the purpose, like an honest man and a soldier; and 
now he is turned orthographer; his words are a very fan- 
tastical banquet, — just so many strange dishes. May 1 be so 
converted, and see with these eyes? I cannot tell; I think 
not: I will not be sworn but love may transform me to an 
oyster; but I'll take my oath on it, till he have made an 
oyater of me, he shall never make me such a fool. One woman 
is fair , — yet I am well ; another is wise , — yet I am well ; 
another virtuous, — yet I am well: but till all graces be in 
one woman , one woman shall not come in my grace. Bich 
she shall be, that's certain; wise, or I'll none; virtuous, or I'll 
never cheapen her; fair, or I'll never look on her; mild, or 
come not near me; noble, or not I for an angel; of good dis- 
course , an excellent musician , and her hair shall be of what 
colour it please God. — Ha , the prince and Monsieur Love I 
I will hide me in the arbour. [Withdraws into the arbour. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leonato, followed by 
Balthazab and Musicians. 

JD. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music? 

Claud. Yea , my good lord. — How still the eyeniiig isy 
As hush'd on purpose to grace harmony ! 

D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himBelf? 

Claud. 0, very well, my lord: the miuic endedi 
We'll fit the hid fox with a pennyworth. 

JD. Pedro. Come , Balthazar, we'll hear that song again 

Balth, 0 , good my lord , tax not so bad a voice 
To slander music any more than once. 

D. Pedro. It is the witness still of excelleiu^ 
To put a strange face on his own perfectLon: 
I pray thee , sing , and let me woo no more. 

Balth. Because you talk of wooing, I will dog; 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy^ yet he wooes. 
Yet will he swear he lores. 
. D.Feiro^ , . Ka/i pray the^i oome} 
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Or, if thou wilt hold longer argnmeiiii 
Do it la notes. 

Balih, Note this before my notes, — 
There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting. 

D, Pedro. Why, these axe very crotchets that he speaks; 
Note notes , forsooth , and nothing ! [Music. 

Bene, [aside] Now , Divine air ! " now is his soul ravished ! 
— Is it not strange that sheeps' guts should hale souls out of 
men's bodies? — Well, a horn for my money, when all's done* 

Balthazar sings. 

Sigh no mare^ ladies^ sigh no mor«. 

Men were deceivers ever; 
One foot in sea^ and one on tihore; 
To one Hung constant never: 
Then sigh not so^ 
But let (hem go^ 
And be you md homng; 
ConoerHng all your sounds of woe 
Into Heynonny, nomny. 
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Sing no more ditties, sing no mo 

Of dumps so dull and heavy; 
The fraud of men was ever so, 

Since summer first was leavy. 
Then sigh not ^c. 

D. Pedro. By my troth , a good song. 

BalA, And an ill singer , my lord. 

Ji, Pedro, Ha, no, no, faith; thoa singest well enough 
•^Drashift. 'vvo'K ^v' 

Bene, [adde] An he had been a dog that should barer 
howled thus, they would have hanged him: and I pray God 
his bad Toiee bode no mischief 1 I had as lief hare he«d the 
night-iaven, eome idiat plague oould have come after it. 

D. Pedro. Yea, many, doet thou hear, Baltluiaar? I 
pray thee, get us some eseelient musie; Ibr to-monow night 
Iwe midd hare it at tiie Lady Hero's chamber-window 
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BaUh. The best I cftn, 1117 lord. 

D, Pedro. Do so: farewelL [Exeunt BaUhazar and Ma* 
sicians.] — Come liither, Leonato. Wliat was it you told me 
of to-daj, — that jwa nieee Bealiice was in lore mHi Signior 
Benedick? 

Claud, 0, Qj: — stalk on, stalk on; the fowl sits [aside 
to Pedro]. — I did nerer think that ladj wonld have loyed 
any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither; bat most wonderful that she 
should so dote on Signior Boaiedick, whom she bath in all 
outward behavioiiiB seemed ever to abhor. 

Bene, [ande] Is't possible? Sits the wind in that comer? 

Leon, Bj my troUi, my lord, I cannot tell what to think 
of it: but that she loves him with an emaged aflfectioni — it 
is past the in£mite of thoaght. 

Z>. JMro. May be she doth but eonnterfeit. 

Claud. Faithi like enough. 

Lean. 0 God, coonterfeitl There was never eonnterfeit 
of passion came so near the life of passion as she discovers it. 
D.Pedro. Why, what effects ^ passion shows dhe? 
^ VtA(A. ^^^^ [aside] Bait the hook well; this fish will bite. 
/ Leon. What offsets, my lordl She will sit yon, — you 

heard my daughter teQ you how. 
Claud. She did , indeed. 

JD. Pedro. How, how, I pray you? Ton amaze me: I 
wonld have tiionght her spirit had been invincible against aU 
assautts of affection. 

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord; especially 
against Benedick. 

vwaiOm/oWj J3^[a«Mfe] I dionld think this a gull, but tiiat the white- 
bearded ^ow speidES Its knavery cannot, sure, hide himsdf 
in sndi reverence. 

Cktud. [Mde] He hafli ta*en flie infection: hold it up. 

Z>. Pedro. Hatii she made her affisetion known to Bene- 
dick? 

Leon. Ko; and swears she never wiU: fiiat*s her torment 
CSaud. "Hs true, indeed; so your daughter aaya: <^ Shall 
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I," BlijB she, '^fhat bare so oft enoonnteied him with leonii 
wzlte to him Oiit I hm him? " 

Leon, This sajni the now when she is beginning to wnte 
to him; to shell he np twenty times a night; and there wiU 
she sit in her snrnk tffl she have wiit a sheet of paper: — mjt^umui^ 
dangbter tdls ns all. 

Claud. Now yon talk of a sheet of paper, I remember a 
pretty jest jour daughter told us of. 

Zeon. Oy — when she bad writ it, and was reading it 
over, she found Benedick and Beatrice between the sheet?—* 

Claud. That. 

Leon. 0 , she tore the letter into a thousand halfpence ; 
railed at herself, that she should be so immodest to write to 
one that she kucw would flout her: "I measure him," says 
she, "by my own spirit; for I should flout him, if he writ to 
me; yea, though I love him, I should." 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, sobs, 
beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses; — "0 sweet 
Benedick! God give me patience!" 

Leon. She doth indeed; my daughter says so: and the 
ecstasy hath so much overborne her, that my daughter is 
sometime afeard she will do a desperate outrage to herself: 
it is very true. 

D. Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew of it by some 
other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud. To what end? He would but make a sport of it, 
and torment the poor lady worse. 

D. Pedro. An he should, it were an alms to hang him. 
She's an excelient^sweet lady; and, out of all suspicion, she 
is virtuous. 

Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 

D. Pedro. In every thing but in loving Benedick. 

Leon. 0, my lord, wisdom and blood combating in so 
tender a body , we have ten proofs to one that blood hath the 
victory. I am sorry for her, as I have just cause, being ber 
uncle and her guardian. 

D. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this dotage on me: 



28 



mrOH ABO ABOUT NOTHINCk 



[aotil 



I would have daffed all other respects, and made her half my- 
self. I jgxBj jou, tell Benedick of it, and hear what he will say. 
Leon, Were it good , think you? 

Claud. Hero thinks surely she will die; for she says she 
will die, if he love her not; and she will die, ere she make 
her love known ; and she will die, if he woo her, rather than 
^iWivuMAe^e will bate one breath of her accustomed crossness. 

D, Pedro, She doth well: if she should make tender of 
her love, 'tis veiy possible he'll scorn it; for the man, as yon 
know all| hath a contemptible spirit. 

(Uaud, He is a reiy proper man. 

2>. Mro, He hath indeed a good ontward happiness. 

CKcRidf. 'Fore God, and in my mind, very wise. 

D. Fiedro. He doth indeed show some spaiks &aft are 
like wit 

Leon, And I take bim to be valiant. 

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you: and in the managing 
of quarrels you may say he is wise; for either he avoids 
them with great discretion, or undertakes them with a most 
Christian-like fear. 

Leon. If he do fear God, he must necessarily keep the 
peace: if he break the peace, he ought to enter into a quarrel 
with fear and trembling. 

D. Ptsdro. And so will he do; for the man doth fear God, 
howsoever it seems not in him by some large jests he will 
make. Well , I am soiTy for your niece. Shall we go seek 
Benedick, and tell him of her love? 

Claud, Never tell him, my lord: let her wear it out with 
good counsel. 

Leon. Nay|. that's impossible: she may wear her heart 
• out first 

D.Pedro, Well, we will hear forfiier of it by your daugh- 
ter : let it cool the while. I love Benedick wdl; and I could 
wish he would modestly examine himseli^ to see how much he 
is unworthy so good a lady. 

: Am* Hy lord, will you walk? dinner is ready. 
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daud, [aside] If he do not dote on her apon this^ I will 
never tnurt my ezpeetatum. 

D. iWro. [aside] Let there be &e same netipread for her; 
and that muet your daughter and her genHewomen carry. 
The sport will be, when Ihey hold one an opinion of anoihei^e 
dolBge, and no saeh matter: tiiaf s the scene that I would see, 
whidi will be merely a dmnb-show. Let ns send her to call 
him in to dinner. [Essewit Den Pedro j CUmdiOj and Leanato* 

Benedick advances from the arbour. 

Bene, This can be no trick: the conference was sadly 
borne. They have the truth of this from Hero. They seem 
to pily the lady: it seems her affections have their fall bent. 
Love me I why, it must be requited. I heai* how I am cen- 
sured: they say I will bear myself proudly, if I perceive the 
love come £rom her; they say too that she will rather die than 
give any sign of affection. — I did never think to marry: — I 
must not seem proud: — happy are they that hear their de- 
tractions, and can put them to mending. They say the lady 
is fair, — 'tis a tmth, I can bear them witness; and TirtuonSi 
— 'tis 80, 1 cannot reprove it; and wise, but for loving me, — 
by my troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor no great argu* 
ment of her foUy, for I will be horribly in Ioyo with her. I 
may chance hare some odd quirks and remnants of witidM 
broken on me , because I have railed so long against mar* 
riage: but doth not the appetite alter? a man loves the meat 
in his youth that he cannot endure in his age. Shall quips 
and sentences, and these paper-bullets of the brain, awe a 
man from the career of his humour? no , the world must be 
peopled. When I said I would die a bachek>r| I did not think 
I should live till I were married.-* Here comes Beatrice. By 
this day I she's a £air lady : I do spy some marks of love in her. 

J&vterBmATmcE, 

Beat. Against my will I am sent to bid you come in to 

dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice , I thank you for your pains. 

Beat, I took no more paios for those thanks than you take 
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pains to thank me: if itliad been paiaM| I would not have 
come. 

Bene. You take pleasure, then, in the message? 



Bene. Ha! Against my will I am sent to bid you come 
in to dinner," — there's a double meaning in that '^I took 
no more pains for those thanks than you took pains to thank 
me I** — that's as much as to say, Any pains tiiat I take fbr 
you is as easy as thanks. — If I do not take pity of her, I am 
a yillain; if I do not love her 1 1 am a Jew* I will go get her 
pietore. [Bxit» 



Hero, Gk)od Margaret, run thee to the parlour; 

There shalt thou find my eousin Beatrice 
Proposing with the prince and Claudio : 
Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her; say that thou overheard'st us; 



Where honeysuflldes, lipen'd by the smi, 

Forbid the sun to enter; — • like to fiivourites , 

Made proud by princes, that adyance tiidr pride 

Against that power tibat bred it: — there will she hide her, 

To listen our propose. This is thy office ; 

Bear tiiee well in it, and.leave us alone. 

Marg. TU make her come, I warrant you, presently* [JEbAi 
Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth oomey 

As we do trace tins aU^ up and down, 

Oar talk must only be of Benedick. 

When I do name him, let it be figr P>rt 

To praise him more than ever man ud meriit: 




ACT III. 
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M7 talk to thee most be, how Benedick 

Is sick in love with Beatnee* Of this matter 

Is little Cupid's crafty anow made, 

That oolj woonda by haanay. Now begm^ 

Enter Beatrice , behind. 

For look where Beatrice , like a lapwingi nma t^tn^uSlo^ 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. ' 

Urs. The pleasaot'st angling is to see the fiah 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream. 
And greedily devour the treaeheroaa bait: 
So angle we for Beatrice; who even now 
Is oonch^ in the woodbine coyerture. 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear loae nothing 
Of the false-sweet bait thai we ky for it. — 

[They admmee to the bourn* 
No, traly, Ursula, she's too disdainful; 
I know her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the roek. 

Urs. But are you sure 

That Benedick loyes Beatrice so entirely? 

Hero. So says the prince and my new-trothM lord. 

Urs. And did they bid yon tell her of it, madam? 

Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her of it| 
But I persuaded them , if they lov*d B^edick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection, (A^tA^AtAp 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Tin. Why did yon so? Doth not the gentlesuin 
Deserve as fdU, as fortunate a bed 
Aa ever Beatrice shall couch npom? 

USsro. 0 god of love 1 1 know he dotb deserve 
As much as migr be yielded ip a man: 
But Nature never fram'd a womaa*s heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice ; 
Disdain and aeom ride i^ariding in her ^eS| 
Biisprising what Hiey look oni and her wit 
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ValueB itself so highly, tiiat to her 
All matler else seems weak: she cannot lore. 
Nor take no shape nor prcjeet of «ffeetio]i| 
She is so self-endear'd. 

Urs, Saretlthinkso; 
And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his Iotb, lest she make sport at it. 

Hero. Why, you speak truth. I never yet saw man 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely-featar*d. 
But she would spell him backward : if fair-fac*d, 
She'd swear the genfKeman should be her sister; 
If black, why, Nature , drawing of an antic, 
Made a £ral Uot; if tdl, a lance ill-headed; 
If low, an agate Teiy vilely cot; 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds; 
If silent, why, a block morM with none. 
So turns she every man the wrong side out; 
And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Whidi sunpleiiess and merit pnrchasetii. 
(AA^'uMl/ Urs* Sure , sure , such carping is not commendable. 

Hero, No, nor to be so odd, and from all fiuhionS| 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable: 
But who dare tdl her so? If I should speak , 
She'd mock me into air; 0, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit! 
Therefore let Benedick, like covered fire. 
Consume away iu sighs, waste inwardly: 
It were a better death than die witii mocks, 
uMiAxU Which is as bad as die witii tickling. 

Urs. Yet tell her of it: hear what she will say. 
jBsro. No; rather I will goto Bttiediek, 
And counsel hki to fight agfdnst his passiOtt. 
And, truly, Fll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with: one dofli not loiow 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

. Vr$, 0, do not, do your counn such a wrongi 
She cannot be so much without true judgment 
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(Having so swift and excellent a wit 
As ahe is priz'd to have) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as Signior Benediek. 

Hero, He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear dandio. 

Ur$, I pray you , be not angry with m^| madam, 
Speaking my fiuncy: Signior Benediek, 
For shape, for bearing, azgoment, and Talomr, 
Goes Ibremost in lepoft.lhioiigh Italy. 

Hero, Indeed, he lutih an excellent good name. 

Un» His exeeUence did earn it, ere he had it -7 
When are yog married, madam? 

Hero, Why, eray day to>monow. Come, go in: 
111 dioir Hiee some attixeB; and hare thy counsel 
Which is the best to fbznishme to-monov. 

Urs, [aeide] She*s Ihn'd, I wanant yon: weVe caught her, 
madam. 

Hero, [aeide] If it proTC so, then loving goes by haps: 
Some Cupid kills with anows, some with tiaps. 

[Exeu$U Hero and Uriuku 

Beatrice advances. 
Beat. What fire is iu mine ears? Can this be true? 

Stand 1 condemn'd for pride and scorn so much? 
Contempt, farewell! and maiden pride, adieu! 

No glory lives behind the back of such. 
Ai^, Benedick, love on; I will requite thee, 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand: 
If thou dost love , my kindness shall incite thee 

To bind our loves up in a holy band ; 
For others say, thou dost deserve, and I 
Believe it better than reportitjgJy. \fixiu 

Soma IL A room in Lbo2IAto*s house, 

&i0r Dov Fkimo, CcAiimo, BnmioK, fmd Lio>,&TO^ 
AJWro. IdoboAsl^ytiByoiirmaviligebecoiisiimmato, 
wd tikn go I tewei^ Atngoii. . 

3 
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CSaueL 1*11 bring you thither, my lord, if you^ll Toaoh* 

juA^i^iUAi/ safe me. 

^ 2>. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil in the new 

Uvuic^tt/ gloss of your nuuriage , as to show a child his new coat, and 
forbid him to wear it. I will only be bold with Benedick for 
his compaHy; for, from the crown of hk head to the sole of 
his foot, he is all mirth: he hath twice or thfiee eat Cnpid's 
bow-sti^Qg, and the little hangman dare not shoot at him; he 
hatii a heart as sound as a bell, and his tongue is the dapper, 
— for what his heart thinks, his tcmgoe speaks. 
Bene» Qallante, I am not as I have been. 
Leon. So say I: methinks yon are sadder. 
Claud, I hope he be in love* 

D. JMro. Hiang him, tmantf tbereVi no trae drop of 
blood in him, to be truly touched with love: if he be sad, he 
wants money. 

Bene. I have the toothache. 
D. Pedro. Draw it 
Bene. Hang it ! 

Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it afterwards. 

D. Pedro. What! sigh for the toothache? 

Leon. Where is but a humour or a worm ? 

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief but he that has it. 

Claud. Yet say I he is in love. 

D. Pedro. There is no appearanee of fancy in him, unless 
it be a fiui<^ that he hath to strange disguises; as, to be a 
Dutchman to-day, a Frenchman tb-mairow; or in the shape of 
. two countries at once, as, a German from the waist downward, 

/ifimAJlM/ all slops, and a Spaniard from the hip upward, no doublet. 

Unless he have a fon<^ to this foolery, as it appears he hath, 
fete is no fool for fancy, as you would have it appear he is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman, there is no 
believing old signs. He brushes his hat o* mornings: what 
should timt bode? 

. JEMiaiky man seen Um at the baiters? 

Ctoud Nov bnt the barber'sman hath been seen witbUm; 
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andibeoldoniament of his dbedchatb already flftafMteonift- 
ballB. 

Leon, IndeedyhelooksTOiingerlliaahedid, by tiielM 
of a beard. 

D. /Mip. Nay, he nibs himadf with ohefcscaa 70a smell 
him <mt by that? 

Qmd, That's as miii& as to say, the sweet youth's in love. 
D.JRidb^ The greatest note of it is his meiaaeholy. 
CZtwd. Andwheo washe wontto washUafiMe? 

D. Ptfdird. Yea, or to paint himself? Ibrihe whieh, I hear 
wiiat they say of hha. 

CUmd, Nay, but his jesting spirit; which is now erept 
into a lute-string, and new-govemed by stops. 

D. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tide for him. Con- 
clude, conclude he is in love. 

Claud. Nay, but I know 1^0 loves him. 

2>. Pedro, That would I know too: I warrant, one that 
knows him not. 

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions; and, in despite of all, 
dies for him. 

D. Pedro. She shall be buried with her face upwards. 

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the toothache. — Old sig- 
nior, walk aside with me: 1 have studied eight or nine wise 
words to speak to you, which these hobby-horses must not 
hear. [Exeunt Benedick and Leonato. 

D. Pedro. For my life, to break with him about Beatrice. 

Claud. 'Tis even so. Hero and Margaret have by this 
played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the two bears will 
not bite one another when they meet. 

Enter Doh Johv. 

D. John. My lord and brother, God save you! 
D. Pedro, (iood den , brother. 

D. John. If your leisure served , I* would speak with you. 

D. Pedro. In private ? 

D. John. If it please you: yet Count Claudio may hear; 
£or what I would speak of concerns him. 

3' 
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D.PBdto. What's the matter? 

2). John, [to Ctoudfo] Means your loxdflhip to be nuurded 
to-monow'? 

i>. Piubro. Yoa know he does. . , 

D. John, I know not that » when he knows wktt I know. 

Claud, If these be any impediment, I praj 70a diseover it 

Z>. Mn, Yon may think I lore 70a not: let that appear 
hereafter, and aim better at me b7 that I now will manifest 
For my bsoflievy I think he holds 70a wdl; and in deamess of 
heart haUi holp to effbet jim ensdng maneiagei — sorely suit 
ill spent and labonr ill bestowed. 

D.Pedro. Why, what's the mattor? 

D. John. I eame hither to tell you; and, oireomstanccfi 
shortened (te she hath been too long a talking of), the lady 
IsdidoyaL > 

CSaud. Who, Hero? # 

D. Joht. Even she; Leonato's Hero, your Hero, every 
man's Hero. 

daud. Disloyall 

Z>. John* The word is too good to paint out her w!eke4* 
ness; I eoidd say she weie wovse: think you of a worse title, 
andlwillfithertoit. Wonder not tOl Anther warrant: go 
but with me to-night, yon shall see her chamber-window en- 
tered, even the night before her wedding-day; il yon love her 
then, to-moocxow wed her; bat it would bistter fit yomr honour 
to ehange yoor mind. 

Claud. May this be so? 

D.JMno. I wifl not think it 

D. John. If you dare not trw t tiiat yon see, eonfess not 
that yon know : if you will fbllow me , I idll show you enough ; 
and when you have seen more, and heard more, proceed ao- 
cordingly. 

C/aud. If I see any thing to-night why I should not many 
her to-morrow, in the congregation, where I should wed„ there 
will I shame her. 

D. Pedro, And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will 
join with thee to disgrace her*. 
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' D. John, I will disparage her no fnrther till yon are my 
witnesses: bear it colcUy but till midni^i, and let the issue 

show itself.* 

D. Pedro. 0 day untowardly tamed 1 

Claud, 0 mischief strangely thwarting! l4^^GM(i/^X\ 
D. John. 0 plague light well preventedl 
Bo will yea $aj whea yoa lum Been the sequel [ExewU. 

Sgkhx III. A street. 

BwUr Docnuvr €md YjuobSi wiA the Wateh, 

Dog. Are y(Ni good men and tnie? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but th^ ahoidd snffur 
salvation, bod^ and aoaL 

Dog, Nay, that ware a pimishmwit too good for them, if 
tiiiey should have any allegiaiwii in them, being chosen for the 
prince's wateh. 

Verg. Well, give them their chargeyneighboorDogbeRy. . /« 
Dog. First, who think yon the most deeartlesa man to be 
constable? 

FbrMt WatdL Hngh Oatcake, sir, cir Oenge Seacoal; fbr 
they can write and rmd. 

Dog. Come hither, neighbour SeacoaL €K>dhatiib]eased 
yon with a good name: to be a we]l*ihvonred man is the gift 
of fortune; but to write and read comes by nature* 

See. WaidL Bodi whidi, master constable, — 

Dog. You have: I knew it would be your answer. Well, 
for your foivonr, sir, why, give Qod ilumks, and make no 
boast of it; and for your wziS^g and reading, let that appear 
when there is no need of such vanity. You are tiiought here 
to be the most senseless and fit man for the oonstableof Hie 
watch; therefore bHTYQuithe lantern. This is your charge: ^ 
— you shaU e^S^lnhWt'sXl va^m men) you are to bid any ^ • 
nan stand, in the prince's name. 

See. WaU^. How if *a will not stand? 

Dog. Why, then, take no note of him, but let him go; 
and presently call the rest of the watch together, and thank 
Ood you are rid of a knave. 
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Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden , he is none 
of the prince's snbjects. 

Dog, True, and they are to meddle with none hut the 
prince's subjects. — You shall also make no noise in the 
Streets ; for for the watoh to babble and talk is most tolerable 
and not to be endured. 

Sec, Watch, We will rather sleep than talkt we kno# 
what belongs to a watdi. 

Dog. Why, yon speak like an ancient and most quiet 
watchman^ for I cannot see how sleeping should offend: only, 
hare a care that your bills be not stolen. — Well, you are 
to call at all the ale-hooses, and bid those that aire drunk get 
ihem to bed. 

Sec. Watch. How if they will not? 

Dog, Why, then, let them alone till they are sober: if 
they make you not then the better answer, you may say they 
are not the men you took them for* 

See. Watch, Well, sir. 

Dog, If you meet a thief, yon may suspect him , by vir- 
tue of your office, to be no true man; and, for such kibd of 
men, the less yon meddle or make with them, why, the more 
is for your honesty. 

Sec, Watch, If we know him to be a thief, shall we not 
lay hands on him? 

Dog, Truly, by your ^£^^1 70a may; but I think they 
ittu^ that touch pitch will beHmlSt^ the most peaceable way for 
' you,if you dotake atiiief,istolethhn[Bftiowhimself whathe 
is, and steal out of jour company. 

Verg, Ton have been ahri^ called a mereifol man, 
partner. 

Dog, Truly, I wouhl not hang a dog by my will, modi 
more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Verg, Hyou hear a child cry in the night, you must call 
to the nnrse and bid hnr still it 

Soe, WML Bow if the nurse be asleep and will not 
hearus? 

Dog, Why, then, depart in peace, and let liie child wake 
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her with crying; for the ewe that will not hear her lamb 
when it baes will never answer a calf when be bleats. /vm^^ ah^iv 

Verg, Tis very true. 

Dog. This is the end of the charge: — you, constable, 
are to present the prince's own person: if yoameet the prince 
in the night,, you may stay him. 

Verg. Nay, by'r lady, that I think 'a cannot. 

Dog. Five shillings to one on't, with any man that knows 
the statues, he may stay him: marry, not without the prince 
be willing; for, indeed, the watch ought to offend no man; 
and it is an offence to stay a man against his wilL 

Verg, By'r lady, I think it be so. 

Dog. Ha, ah-ha! Well, masters, goodnight: an there 
be any matter of weight chances, call up me: keep your 
fellows' counsels and your own; and good night* — Come, 
neighbour. 

First Watch, Well, masters, we hear our charge: let us 
go sit here upon the church-bench till two, and then all to bed. 

Dog. One word more, honest neighbours. I pray yon, 
watch about Signior Leonato's door; for the wedding being 
there to-morrow, there is a great coil to-night. A(Uea: be 
vigitant, I beseech yon* [Exeuni Dogberry and Vergm. 

Enter Boracuio and Ck>wuDt. 

Bora. What, Conrade! — 

Fbrtt Waiek, [aside] Peacel stir not 

Bora, Conrade, I sayl — 

Cbn. Here, man; I am at thy elbpw^ 

Bora. Mass, and my elbow il£&ed^l thought there would 
a scab foUow. ou^^ 

Con, I will owe thee an answerfor that: and noir forward 
.with thy tale. 

.8ora. Stand thee close, then, under this pent-house, for it 
dnailes rain; and I wiU, like a tnw drunkard, litter all to thee. ao4a^I^ 
First Watch, [aside] Some treason, masters: yet stand close. ^ 
Bora. Therefore know I lum earned of Don John ft 
thousand diioato» . . » 
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Con. Is it possible that any villany should be so dear? 
Bora. Thou shouldst rather ask , if it were possible any 
villain should be so rich; for when rich villains have need of 
poor ones y poor ones may make what price they wiiL 
Con, I wonder at it. 

Bora. That shows thou art unconfirmed. Thou knowest 
that the fashion of a doublet, ox a hat, or a cloak, ia nothing 
to a man. 

Con. Yes , it is apparel. 
Bora, I mean, the fashion. 
Con. Yes , the fashion is the fashion. 
Bora. Tush ! I may as well say the fool's the fool. But 
seest thou not what a deformed thief this fashion is? 

First Watch, [aside] I know that Deformed; 'a has been a 
vile thief this seven year; 'a goes up and down like a gentle- 
man: I remember his name. 

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody? 
iMi/Awfr^ . No; 'twas the vane on the house. 

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief this 
fashion is? how giddily he turns about all the hot bloods 
between fourteen and five-and-thirty? sometime fashioning 
them like Pharaoh's soldiers in the reechy painting, sometime 
like god Bel's priests in the old church- window , sometime 
'•"^'^^^^vMoliju like the shaven Hercules in the smirched worm-eaten tapestry, 
where his codpiece seems as massy as his club ? 

Con. All this I see ; and I see that the fashion wears out 
more apparel than the man. But art not thou thyself giddy 
^ a1^a/v ik^k with the fashion too, that thou hast shi^d out of thy tale 
^lwo4(Ar into telling me of the fashion? 
* Bora. Not so, neither: but know that I have to-night 

wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the name 
of Hero : she leans me out at her mistress' chamber- window, 
bids me a thousand times good night, — I teU this tale vilely : 
— I should first tell thee how the prince, Claudio, and my 
master, planted and placed and possessed by my master Don 
John, saw afar off in the orchard this amiable encouiiter. 
Con* And thought they Margaret was Hero 2 
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Bora, Two of them did , the prince and Claudio; but the 
devil my master knew she was Margaret; and partly by his 
oaths , which first possessed them , partly by the dark night, 
which did deceive them, but chiefly by my villany, widch 
did confirm any slander that Don John had made, away went 
Claudio enraged-, swore he would meet her, as he was ap- 
pointed, next morning at the temple, and there, before the 
whole congregation , shame her with what he saw o'enught| 
and send her home again without a husband. 

Rrst Watch. We charge you, in the prince's name, stand ! 

Sec. Watch. Call up the right master constable. We have 
here recovered the most dangerous piece of lechery that ever 
was known in the commonwealth. 

First Watch. And <me Defozmed k one of them: I know 
him; 'a wears a lock. 

Con, Masters , masters , — 

Sec. Watch. You'll be made bring Defonned forth, 1 
warrant you. 

Con. Masters , — 

FbrU WaUsL Nerer q^eak: we eharge 70a kt ns obey 
you to go with ns. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly eommodityi being 
taken np of these men's bilk. 

Con, A commodity in question , I warrant yon. — Come, 
well ob^ yoo. [Exeuni. 

ScsnE ly. A room in Lsomato's Jiouse, 

Enter Hbbo , Miboab»| and Ubsttla. 

Hero. Good Urmilai wake my eonain Beatrice, and dedre 
her to rise. 

Un. IwiU^lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

(7r^. Well. [Bseit. 

Marg. Tto^f I think your ofiier rabato were better. 

Hero. No , pray thee , good Meg , TTl wear this. 

Mtrg^ By my trollii '• not 60 good; and I warrant your 
cousin will si^ so. 
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Hero. My cousin's a fool, and thou art another: TU wear 
none but this. 

Marg, I like the new tire within excellently, if the hair 
were a thought browner ; and your gown's a most rare fashion, 
i'faith. I saw the Duchess of Milan's gown that they praise so. 

Hero, 0, that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my troth, 's but a night-gown in respect of 
yours, — cloth- o'-gold , and cuts, and laced with silver, set 
AcJlon^ with pearls down sleeves, side sleeves, and skirts round under- 
"^ttit/' borne with a bluish tinsel: but for a fine, quaint, graceful, 
/ and excellent fashion, yours is worth ten on't. 

Hero. Grod give me joy to wear it! for my heart is ex- 
ceeding heavy. 

Marg. 'Twill be heavier soon by the weight of a man. 

Hero. Fie upon thee! art not ashamed? 

Marg. Of what, lady? of speaking honourably? Is not 
marriage honourable in a beggar? Is not your lord honour- 
able without marriage? I think you would have me say, 
saving your reverence, "a husband: " an bad thinking do not 
wrest true speaking, I'U offend nobody: is there any harm in 
"the heavier for a husband?" None, I think, an it be the 
right husband and the right wife; otherwise 'tis light, and 
not heavy: ask my Lady Beatrice else^ here she comes. 

Enter Beatbics. 

Hero. Good morrow , coz. 

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero 

Hero. Why, how now! do you speak in the sick tone? 

Beat. 1 am out of all other tune , methinks. 

Marg. Clap's into Light o' love; that goes without a bur- 
den: do you sing it, and I'll dance it. 

Beat. Yea, Light o' love, with your heels ! — then, if your 
husband have stables enough, you'll see he shall lack no bams. 

Marg. 0 illegitimate constructionl X scorn that vnith mj 
heels. 

Beat. 'Tis almost five o'clock, cousin; 'tis time you were 
ready. — By my troth, I am exceeding ill: — heigh-ho 1 
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Marg, For a hawk, a horse, or a husband? 

Beat, For the letter that begins them all, H. 

Marg, Well, aa 70a be not tumed Toxk, thfire's )io more 
Bailing by the star. 

BsaL What means the fool, trow? 

Marg, Nothiog I; but Gh>d send ereiy one thdr heart'i 
deeirel 

Hero. These glores fhe count sent me; thej are an ex- 
cellent perfbine. 

B«aL I am staffed^ coiudn; I cannot smeU. 

Miargn A maid, aiMl staffed! there's goodly catehfng of 
cdd. 

B«A. 0, God help me! Gk>d help me! how long have you 
professed apprehension? 

Marg. Ever since you left it. Doth not my wit become 
me rarely? 

Beat. It is not seen enough 5 you should wear it in your 
cap. — By my troth, I am sick. 

Marg. Get you some of this distilled Carduus Benedictus, 
and lay it to your heart: it is the only thing for a qualm. 
• Hero. There thou prTckist her with a thistle. 

Beat. Benedictusl why Benedictos? you have some moral 
in this Benedictus. 

Marg, Moral! no, by my troth, I have no moral meaning; 
1 meant, plain holy-thistle. You may think perchance that 
I think you are in love: nay, by'r lady, I am not such a fool 
to think what I list; nor I list not to think what I can; nor, 
indeed, I cannot think, if I would think my heart out of think- 
ing, that yon are in love , or that yon will be in love , or that 
yon can be in love. Yet Benedick was soeh another, and 
now is he become a man: he swore he would never many; 
and yet now, in despite of his heart, he eats his meat without 
grudging: and how yon may be converted, I know not; bnt 
methinks you look with your eyes as other women do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy toogoe keeps? 

Marg. Not a ftbe gallop, 
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Re-enter Ubbula. 

Urs. Madam, withdraw: the prince, the count, Signior 
Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of the town, are 
come to fetch 70a to chareh. 

Hero. Help to dzeis me, good eos, good Meg, good 
Urania. [EacmmL 

Scene V. Another room in Lbonato's house. 

Enter LaoHATO| w&h DooBXBBT wut Ybboeb. 

Leon. What would 70a with moi honest neighbour? 

Dog. Mtaryj sir , I would have some eonfidence with you 
that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Brief, I pxsy yon; for yon see it is a busy time 
with me. 

Dog. Many, this it is, sir, — 

Verg. Tes, in imth it is, wt. 

Leon. What is it, my good friends? 

Xhg. Goodman Teiges, sir, qieaks a litde off the matter: 
an dd man, sir, and his wiias are not so Mnnt as, God help, 
I wodld de&e th^ were; but, in £uth, honest as the skin 
between bis brows. 

Verg. Yes, I thank God I am as honest as any man living 
that is an old man and no bonester than 1. 

Dog. Comparisons are odorons: pahtbraa^ neighbour 
Verges. 

Leon. Neighboun , yon are tedioos. 

Dog. It pleases yoor worship to say so, but we are tiie 
poor £ike*s ofi&sen; but truly, for mine own part, if I were 
as tedions as a king, I eonid find in my heart to bestow it all 
of yomr worship. 

Leon. Alllliy tedkmsnessonme,lial 

Dog. Tea, an 'twere a tiionsand pound more tiian tb; 
Ibr I bear as good esdamfttion on your worship as of any 
manhii the city; and thougblbe bob a poor man, I am glad 
to hear it 

Verg. And so am I. 

Xeofk I wonUL fsln know what yon have to say. * 
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Verg. Many, sir, our watch tCKniglit, excepting yofor 
w<Hndiip's presence, hare ia*eii i ci as azraat Imavea 
as any in Messina. 

Dog, A good old man, sir; he will be talking: as ihsj 
say, When the age is hi, the wit is out: God helpnsl itisa 
world to seel — Well said, Vhatk, neighboor Verges: — well, 
God's a good man; an two men ride of a horse, one most ride 
behind. — An honest soni, Tfaith, sir; by my troth, he is, as 
ever broke bread: but God is to be wondiipped: all men are 
not alike, — alas, good neighbour t 

Xsan. Indeed, neighbour ,:he comes too short olyoa. 
, J>Off. Gifts tbat God gives. 

Zein. I most leave you. 

Dog, One word, sir: our watch, sir, hare indeed com* 
prehended two anspicious persons, and we would have them 
this moniing examined before your worship. 

Lean, Take their examination yourself , and bring it me: 
X am now in great haste , as it may appear unto you. 

Dog. It shall be suffigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go: fare you well. 

» • 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your daughter 
to her husband. 

Leon. I'll wait upon them : I am ready. 

[Exeunt Leonato and Messenger. 

Dog. Go , good partner, go , get you to Francis Seacoal; 
bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the gaol: we are now 
to examination those men. . . 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dog. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you; here*8 
that shall drive some of them to a non-come: only get the 
learned writer to set down our exconmiumcation, and meet 
me at the gaol. ' . [ExeunL 
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ACT IV. 
Sgbhb I. The inside of a eharch. 

Enter Doi^f Pkdbo, Don John, Leonato, Friar FBANCi8,QciAin>iO| 
Benedick, Hero, Beatrice, and Attendants. 

Lean, Come, Enar Francis, be bcief ; only to the plain fonn 
<tf mamagey and yea shall reooimt their particular dutieft 
afterwards. 

F. Fran. Yoa come hither, mj lord, to many this lady? 

Clmd. No. 

Leon, To be married to her :---£ciax^ yoa come to marry her. 
P,Fran, Lady,yoa come hitherto be manied to this couit? 
Hero, I do. 

F, F^nm, J£ either of yon know any inward impediment 
why yoa dioidd not be coigc^d, I diarge yoo, on yoo^ 
to atter it* 

CSaud, Know yoa any, Hero? 

Maro. None, my lord. 

F. Fran, Know yoa any, eoont? 

Zeon, I dare make his answer, » none. 

Ciaud, 0, what men dare do! what men may dol what 
men daily do , not knowing what they do I 

Bene, How nowl inteojections? Why, then, some be of 
laoghing, as, Ha, ha, he! 

Claud, Stand tiiee by, fiiar. — Father, by your leave: 
Win yoa with free and onconstrain^ sool 
Oive m^ this maid , yonr dao^ter ? 

Leon, As freely, son , as God did gire her me. 

Qaud, And what have I to gire yoa back, whose winrtti 
May coonterpoiae Ihis ridi and precioos giffe? 

Pedro, Nothing, unless yoa render her again. 

CXaud, Sweet prince , yoa learn xne noble liia^i^eBS. 
There, Leonalo, take h^ badi again: 
Give not Ihis rotten orange to yoor friend; 
She's bat the ngn and semblance of her honoar. — 
Behold how like a maid she bladies here! 
0, what aothority and show of troth 
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Can coniiiiig sin corer itedf ^fh^ * 

CSomes not that blood as modest evidenee 

To ^tness simple Tirtae? Would yov not swear. 

All 70a that see her, that she were a maid| 

B7 these exterior shows? But she is none : 

She knows llie heat of a liixarioiis bed; 

Her blush Is gidUanesSi not modesty. 

Leon, "What do 70a mean, mj lord? 

CKotid. Nottobemanned,nottoknitngrsoiil 
To an appvorid wanton. 

XMfk Dear my lord, if 7on, in 7oar own proof, 
Haye yanqnish'd the resistance of her 7011th, 
And made defeat of ber virginit y , — 

CUxad. I know what 70a would Ba7: if I have known her, 
YoaH sa7 she did embrace me as a bnsband. 
And BO eztenoate the 'forehand dn: 
No,Leonato, 

I never tempted ber witti word too large ; 
But, as a bKrilier to bu sister, show'd 
Bashiol sincerity and comely love. 

Maro, And seem'd I ever otherwise to you? 

Qaud. Out on thy seemingi I will write against it: 
Yon seem'd to me as'Dian in ber orb, 
As chaste as is the bod ere it be blown; 

But yon axe more intemperate in yonr blood ^ 
Than Yenos, or those pamper'd animak hm^vmoaA^ 
That rage in savage sensualily. (j 

JETero. Is my lord well, tliat he doth speak so wide? 

C/oud. Sweet prince , why speak not yon? 

D.iViiro. . What should I speak? 

I stand dishononr'd, that bare gone ftboot a 
To link my dear Mend to a oonmion stale* 

Xeofi. Are these things spoken? or do I but dream? 

'i>. JoJin. S&r, they are spoken, and tiiese things are tnie. 

Bene. Thia looks not like a moptial. 

Beto. True! — 0 Qodl 

Ctoid, Leonato, standlbei^? 
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Is this the prince? is tfais the piiiiee's brother? 
I0 this face Hero's? are our eyes our own? 

Leon. All this is so: but what of this , my lord? 

Claud. Let me but move one qaefitkm to your daili^ter; 
And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
That 70a have in her, bid her answer trtdy. 

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 

Hero. 0 , God defend me ! how am I beset I — 
What kind of catechising call you this? 

Claud. To make you answer tmly to your name. 

Hero. Is it not fiero ? Who ean blot that name 
With any jnst repioaoh? 

Claud. Mxrtjy that ean Hero; 

Hero itself can blot out Hero's virtue. 
What man was he talk'd with you yesternight 
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one? 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hour , my lord. 

D.Pedro, Why, then are you no maiden. — Leoaato, 
Tm sorry you most hear: upon mine honour, 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count 
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last nig^t 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ; 
Who hath indeed, most like a liberal villain, 
Confess'd the vile encounters ih€y bflve had 
A thousand times in secret. 

D, John. Fie , fiel they are not to be nam'di toy lordt 
Not to be spoke of; 

There is not chastity enough in language, 
Witiiout offence to iftter them. — Thus, pretty lady, 
Fm sorry for thy much misgovernment. 

Claud. 0 Hero, what a Hero hadst thou beeii| 
If half thy outward graces had been plac'd 
About the tiumghts and counseb of thy heavtl 
But £ure thee well, most foul, most fair! fioeweU,, 
Thou pure impiety and impioas puiilyl 
For fliee TU lock up all the gatee of lore , 
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And on my eyelids shall conjecture hangi 
To torn aU beauty into thoaghts ofharm^ 
And never shall it more be gndoiu, 

Xeon. Hath no maa'B dagger here a pdnt for me? 

[Htro twoom. 

Beat. Why, how noifi cousin! wheretoe sink yon down? 
D.John. Come, let OB go. These thingSy come thiiB to lights 
Smother her spirits up. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro ^ Don JoknyCHaudiOi and Attendants. 
Bene. How doth the lady? 

Beat. Dead , I think : — help , uncle : — 

Hero I why , Hero ! — uncle I — Signior Benedick! — ficiar ! 

Leon. 0 Fate , take not away thy heavy hand I 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame 
That may be wiah'd Idr. 

Beat, How now, oonsln Hero I 

R Fran. Have comfort, lady* 

Leon. Dost thou look up V 

F, Firan. Yea, wherefore should she not? 

Leon. Wherefore ! Why, doth not every earthly thing 
Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny 
The story that is |irinted in her blood? — > 
Do not live , Hero; do not ope thine eyes : 
For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly die^ 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger tiian thy 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches, 
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one? 
Chid I for tibat at frugal nature's frame ? 
0, one too much by thee! Why had I one? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes? 
Why had I not with charitable hand 
Took up a beggar's issue at my gates. 
Who smirch^ thus and mir*d with infamy, 
I might have said , " No part of it is mine ; 
This shame derives itself from unknown loins "? 
But mine , aud mine I lo¥*d, and mine I prais'd, 
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That I myself was to myself not mine , 
Valuing of her ; why, she — 0 , she is fiail*n 
Into a pit of ink , that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again , 
And salt too little which may season give 
To her foul-tainted flesh! 

Bene. Sir, sir, he patieut 

For my part, I am so attir'd in wonder, 
1 know not what to say. 

Beat 0, on my soul, my cousin is belied! 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night? 

Beat. No, truly, not; although, until last night, 
I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirm'd, confirmed! 0, that is stronger made 
Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron! 
Would the two princes lie ? and Claudio lie , 
Who lov d her so, that, speaking of her foulness. 
Washed it with tears? Hence firom heri let her die. 

F. Fran. Hear me a little; 
For I have only silent been so long, 
And given way unto this course of fortune. 
By noting of the lady : I have marked 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness beat away those blushes ; 
And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire , 
To bum the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth. Call me a fool ; 
Trust not my reading nor my observation , 
Which with experimental seal doth warrant 
The tenour of my book; trust not my age, 
My reverend calling, nor divinity, 
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some blighting enor. 

Leon. Friar, it cannot be. 

Thou see'st that all the grace that she hath lefit 
Is that she will not add to her damnatLso 
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A sin of perjury; she not denies it: 

Why seek'st thou, then, to cover with excase 

That which appears in proper nakednesa? 

F. Fran, Lady, what man is he yon are accos'd of? 

Hero, They know that do acciue me; I know none : 
If I know more of any man alive 
Than that which maiden modesly doth warrant, 
Let all my ains lack mercy! — 0 my father, 
Proye yon that any man with me convers'd 
At honrs unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintained the change of words with any creatore, 
Befuse me , hate me, torture me to deathl 

F. F^an, There is some strange misprision in the princes. 

Bene. Two of them have the very hent of honour; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this, 
The practice of it lies in John the bastard, 
Whose spirits toil in frame of viUanies. 

Leon. I know not. If they speak but truth of her, v 
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honour, 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine. 
Nor age so eat up my invention, 
Nor fortune made such havoc of my means , 
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends. 
But they shall find, awak'd in such a cause, 
Both strength of limb and policy of mind, 
Ability in means and choice of £nends. 
To quit me of them throughly. 

F. F^ran. Pause awhile | 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter here the princes left £or dead: 
Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 
And publish it that she is dead indeed; 
l^^ififaiitt a mourning ostentation. 
And on your fomily's old monument 
Hang moomfiil ^ntaphs , and do all lites 
That appertain unto a buriai 
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Zeon. What ahall become of this? what will this do? 

KJFi-an. Many, tlds, weU carried | ahaU on 
Change slander to remorse; — that it loiiie good: 
But not for that dream I on this strange coone, 
But on this travail look for greater birth. 
She dying, as it must be so maintained, 
Upon the instant that she was aeons 'd , 
Shall be lamented, pitied, and excused 
Of every hearer: for it so falls out, 
That what we have we prize not to the worth 
Whiles we e^joy it; but being lacked and lost, 
Why, then we rack the valne, then we find 
The virtue tliat possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours. So will it fane with Claudio: 
When he shall hear she died npon his words, 
Th' idea of her life shall sweedy creep 
Into his study of imagination ; 
And evory lovely organ of her life 
Shall come apparelled in more precious habit, 
More moving-delicate and full of life, 
Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 
Than when she liv*d indeed ; then shall he moom 
(If ever love had intevest in his liver). 
And wish he had not so accost her, — > 
No, thou^ he thought his acwiaation trae. 
Let this be so , and doubt not bat sneoess 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 
But if aU aim bat this be levell'd &lse , 
The supposition of the lady's death 
Will quench Ihe wonder of her inftmy: 
And if it sort not weQ, yoa may conceal her 
(As best befits her woimded xepnteiioii) 
In some rechisive and z^gloos lUb, 
Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and ii^jmies. 

Bene. SigitoLeonato, let th6 ftisT advise jon: 
And though you know my inwardness and love 



Digitizeu by CjUv.'^^il 



aeons X.] 



moa ADO ABOUT MOTHBta. 



58 



Ifl Toy much imiD the prinee aaid daudio, 
Yet, hj mine honour, I inll deal in this 
Ab secretly and jnsdj as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Lean, Being thai I flow in gfkf , 

The smailest twine may lead me. 

JP. Eran. 'Tis well consented: presently away; 
For to stiange sores strangely they strain tilie eoze. — 
Come, lady, die to HTe: liiis wedding-day 

Perhaps is but prolong*d: have patience and endure. 

[BMunt JFHar Erands^ Heto^ and Leonaio* 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, haye you wept all this while? 

Boat Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bona. I will not desue iiiat. 

Beat. You have no reason; I doit freefy. 

Bene, Surely I do believe your fiur cousin is wronged. 

Beai, Ah, how much might the man deserve of me that 
would right her! 

Bene. Is there ai^ way to show such fiiendship? 

Beat, A very even way, but no sudi Mend. 

Bene. May a man do it? 

Beat It is a maa*s office , but not yours. 

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well as you: is 
not that strange? 

Beat, As strange as the thing I know not It were as 
posnble me to say I loved nothing so well as you: but 
belieye me not; and yet I lie not; I confess nothing, nor I 
deny nothing. — I am soiry for my cousin. 

Bene. By my sword , Beatrice , thou lovest me. 

Beat. Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bene. I will swear by it that you love me; and I will 
make him eat it that says I love not you. 

Beat, Will you not eat your word? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it. I protest 
I love thee 

Beat. Why , then , God forgive me ! 

Bene, What offence, sweet Beatrice? 
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Beat. Tou haye stayed me in a happy hour: I was about 
to protest I loved 70a. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart 

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart, that none is 
left to protest 

Bene. Come , bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. KiUClaudio. 

Bene. Ha! not for the wide world. 

BeaL You kill me to deny it Farewell. 

Bene. Tany, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat, I am gone, though I am here: — there is no love 
in you: — nay , I pray you , let me go. 
Bene. Beatrice , — 
Beat In faith , I will go. 
Bene. We'll be Mends first. 

BeaL Ton dare easier be Mends with me than fight with 
mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thiue enemy? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, that hath 
slandered, scorned , dishonoured my kinswoman? — 0 that I 
were a man! — What, bear her in hand until they come to 
take hands; and then, with public accusation, uncovered 
sUmder, unmitigated rancour, — O God, that I were a mani 
I would eat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice, — 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window! a proper 
sayingi 

Bene. Nay, but, Beatrice , — 

Beat. Sweet Hero! — she is wronged, she is slandered, 
she is undone. 
Bene. Beat — 

Beai. Princes and oounties! Surely, a princely testimony, 
a goodly count, count confect; a sweet gallant, surely! O 
that I were a man for his sake! or that I had any friend 
would be a man for my sake! But manhood is melted into 
courtesies, valour into compliment, and men are only turned 
(o into tongue, and trim ones too: he is now as valiant as Her- 
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cules that only tells a lie, and swears it. — I cannot be a man 
with wishing, therefore I will die a woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tany, good Beatrice. By this hand, I love thee. 

Beat. Use ii for my love some other way than swearing 
by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul the Count Claudio hath 

wronged Hero? 

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought or a soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged; I will challenge him. I 
will kiss your hand, and so leave you. By this hand, Claudio 
shall render me a dear account. As you hear of me, so think 
of me. Gx), comfort your cousin : I must say she is dead : and 
so, farewelL [Exeunt 



Enter Doobebbt, Verges, and Sexton, in gowns; and the 

Watch, with Conrade and Borachio. 
Dog. Is our whole dissembly appeared? 
Verg. 0, a stool and a cushion for the sexton. 
Sex* Which be the malefactors? 
Dog. Marry, that am I and my partner. 
Verg. Nay, that's certain) «we have the exhibition to ex- 
amine. 

Sex. But which are the offenders that are to be examined? 
let them come before master constable 

Dog, Yea, many, let them come before me. — What is 
joxtt name , Mend ? 

Bora. BaKaehio. 

Dog. Prajr, write down-- Bofaehio.-- Yours, Burrah? 
Con. I am a gentlemen , sir, and n^ name is Conrade. 
Dog. Write down — master gentleman Conrade. — 
Masters, do yoa ser?e God? 

Con. ) . - 



Dog. Write down — that they hope they serve Gk>d : — 
and write Qod first; for God defend but God should go before 
mchviUainsl — Masterst it is proved already that you ave 
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sir, we hope. 
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little better than false knaves ; and it will go near to be thought 
80 shortly. How answer you for yourselves? 

Con. Marry , sir , we say we are none. 

Dog. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you; but I will 
go about with him. — Come you hither, sirrah: a word in your 
ear, sir; I say to you , it is thought you are fiabe knaves. 

Bora. Sir , I say to you wo are none. 

Dog, Well, stand aside. — 'Fore God, they are both ia a 
tale. Have you writ down — that they are none? 

Sex. Master constable, you go not the way to examine: 
you must call forth the watch that are their accusers. 

Dog. Yea, marry, that's the eftest way. — Let the watch 
come forth. — Masters, I charge you, in the prince's name, 
accuse these men. 

First Watch. This man said, sir, that Don Jofani the 
prince's brother, was a villain. 

Dog, Write down — Prince John a villain. — Why, this 
Is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother villain. 

Bora. Master constable, — 

Dog, Pray ihee, fellow, peace: I do not like thy look, I 
promise thee. 

Sex, What heard you him say else? 

Sec. Watch. lILaarj^ that he had received a thousand 
ducats of Don John for aceosing the Lady Hero wxongAiUy. 

Dog, Flat burglary as ever was committed. 

Vtrg, Yea, by the mass, that it is. 

Sex, What else , fellow ? 

First Watek And that Coimt Claudio did mean, upon his 
words, to disgnuse Hero before the whole assonbly, and not 
marry her. 

Dog. 0 villainl thoa wilt be oondemned into everlasting 
zedemplaon for this. 
Sex. What else? 
Sec, Watch. This is alL 

iSnst. And this is more, masteni, than yon caa denj. 
Prince John Is this morning secreUsy sloleii awaj; Heio w«a 
In this nuumer aoensed, in this my maimer refused, and 
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Upon the grief of this suddenly died. — Master Constablej let 
these men be bound, and Inought to Leonato'e: I will go 
befoe and ahow bim their examination. [ESl 

Doff. Come , let them be opinioned. 

Verg, Let them be in the lianda — 

Cbft. Off, ooxc<mib! 

Dag. Qod'a my life, where'a the sexton? let him wrte 
down — tiM prinoe'a officer, eozeomb. — Come, bind them. 
~ Thou nanghfy ▼arlett 

Con. AwaylyoaareanasaiTOuareanasa. 

Dog. Doat tiioa not anapeet my place? doat thoa not aoa- 
peet my yeara? — 0 that he were Im to write me dowi| an 
aaat— bat| maatera, remember fliat I am an aaa; though it be 
not written down, yet fraget not that I am an aaa. — Ne, tiioa 
Yillahii thou art ML of piety, aa ahall be proved npoia thee by 
good witneaa. I am a wiae ftUow; and, which ia more, an 
officer; and, which ia more, a hooaeholder; and, whidi ia 
move, aa pretty a piece of fledi aa any in Meaaina; and one 
that knows the law, go to; and a ridi fellow enough, go to; 
and a ftUow that hirfii had loaaea; and one that hal£ two 
gowna, and ereiy tiling handaome about hhn. — Bring him 
away. — 0 that I had been writ down an aaa! [BseunL 

ACT V. 

ScBNE I. Before Lsonato's house. 

EnXer Imumam and Ajmmo. 

Ant If you go on thus, yon will kill yourself; 
And Hia not wisdom thoa to second grief 
Against yonrael^ 

Leon. I pray thee, cease thy comuel, 

yndoh ftUa into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve: give not me comuel; (A^V 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear 
But snch a one whose wrongs do snit with mine. 
Bring me a father that ao lov*d his cfa3d, 
Whoae joy of her ia overwhehn'd like tthiOy 
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And bid him speak to me of patience ; 
Measnre his woe the laigth and breadth of mine , 
And let it answer every strain for strain , 
As thus for thm, and such a grief for sadhi 
In every lineamoity branch, shape, and form: 
^i^M^ If such a one will smile , and stroke his beard , 
a^ii^mi^- Bid sorrow wag, ay "hem" when he should groan, 
a.^|t«>f<fA/AA^ Patch grief with proverbs, make misfortune drank 
/ / With candle- wasters , — bring him yet to me y 
And I of him will gaither patience. 
But there is no soeh man: for, brother, men 
Can counsel and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel; but, tasting it. 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 
Fetter strong madness in a dlken thread, 
Charm ache with air, and agony with words: 
No, no; 'tis all men's office to speak patience 
To those that wring nnder the load of sorrow, 
But no man*s virtue nor sufficiency 
To be so moral when he shall endure 
The like himself. Therefore give me no coimsdl: 
My grie£i cry loader than advertisement 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 

Leon. 1 pray thee , peace, — I will be flesh and blood; 
For there was never yet philosopher 
That could endure the toothache patiently, 
However they have writ the slyle of gods, 
And made a push at chance and sufferance. 

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself; 
Make those that do offend you suffer too. 

Leon. There thou speak'st reason: nay, I will do so. 
My soul doth tell me Hero is belied ; 
And that shall Claudio know; so shall the prince, 
And all of them that thus dishonour her. 

jtnL Here eome llie pirlnoe and Clandio hastily. 
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Enter DoH Pbdbo (md (kADDio. 
D. Pedro. Good deii| good den. 
Claud, Qood day to both of yon. 

Leon. Hear yoii| my lords , — 

D. Pedro, We liave some haste, Leonato. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord 1 -~ well| £ue yoa well, my 
kttd:^ 

Are you bo hasty now? — weil, all is one. 

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with U0, good old man. 

AnL Jf he could right himself with qaanrellingi 
Some of OS would lie low. 

C^otid. Who wiongehim? 

Leon. Who! 
Many, tiioa dost wrong me; thoa dissembler, thou: — Imoi^ 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword; I 
I fear thee not 

Claud. Maay, beshrew my hand, AfneJUtMlK/ 
If it should gbe your age such eaose of fear: 
In &itfa, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. Tnsh, tush, man; never fleer and jest at me: 
I speak not like a dotard nor a fool, 
As, under privOege of age, to brag 
What I have done, being yomig, or what would do, 
Were I not old. Enow, Ghuidio, to thy head, 
Thou hast so wxoog'd mine innocent ddld and me, 
That I am fbrc'd to lay my reverence by, . 0 . 

And, with grey hairs and bruise of many days, a^a^^ucau/ 
Do challenge tiiee to trial of a man. 
I say thoa hast belied mine innocent child; 
Thy slander hafli gone through and tiiroiigh her hearty 
And she lies buried with her ancestors, — 
O, in a tomb t^iere never scandal slept, 
Save tids of hers, fram'd by thy villany ! 

CUttid. My villany! 

Leon. Thine, dandio; thine, I si^^i 

D. JMro. Yon say not right, old man. 

UptK My lord, n^ tod| 
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I'll prove it on his body, if he darOi 

Despite his nice fence and his active practioey 

His May of youth and bloom of lustihood. 

dwud. Away I I will not have to do with you. 

Leon. Canst thou so daff me ? Thou bast kili'd my child : 
If thou kill'st me , boy, thou sbalt kill a man. ^ 

Ant. He ahall kiU two of us , and men indeed: 
But that*8 no matter; let him kiU one &nt; — 
Win me and wear me, — let him answer me. — - 
Come , follow me, b<^; come, sir boy, follow me: 
Sir boy, I'll whip yon from your foininj; fence; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I wilL 

Leon, Brother, — 

Ant. Content yourself. God knows I lov'd my niece; 

And she is dead, slander'd to death by villains, 

That dare as well answer a man indeed 

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue; 

Boys, apes, bragg^Ms, Jacks, milksops! — 

Lean. Brother Antony,-— 

Ant. Hold you content What, man! I know them, yea. 

And what they weigh, even to the utmost scrapie, — • 
<iA^Mi//{l«4i^cambUng , out-fM^ig , f ashion-mOD^Biing boys , W 
,^u^u4<Mv« That lie, and cbg, and flout, deprave, and slander, Mj^Mur^ 

V*tfUMii^i3i£U> anticly, show outward hideoosness, 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words , 
How they might hurt their enemiee, if they durst; 
And this is all. 

Lean. But, brother Antony, — 
Am. Come, tls no matter: 

Do not yoa meddle; let me deal in this. 

D.Pedro. Gentlemen botfa,we will not wake yoor patience. 
My heart is sorry fbr yonr daughter's deadi: 
But, on my honour, she was cbuBUcg^d with nothing 
But what was true, and veiy full of proo£ 
Xeofi. My lord, my ted, — 
D.JMro. I will not hear yoo. 

Xeam No? — 
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C(nn6| bcother, awaj. — I will be heard. 

Jfit ^ Andahall, 

Or some of US will smart fbr't [Exeunt Leonaio and Antonio. ia^(^ 

D.B^inu See^sees'lieEe comes the man we went to seek. 

Enter B—moK. 

CSotid. Now , flignior , what news? 
Bene. Oood day, my lord. 

2>. Pedro. Weleomei sfgnior: you are almost come to 
part almost a fray. 

CSaud. We had like to have had omr two aoses snipped 
off with two old men without teettu 

D. Pedro. Leonatoaadhifllxrother. What thinkest then? 
Had we fbnghti I doobt we should ha?e been too yoimg to 
them. 

jBaae. £i a £dse quaml there is no tme Taloar. Icame 
to seek yon both. 

Gaud. We hare been np and down to seek Ihee; for we 
are high-proof meiancholy, and would fain have it beaten 
away. lllHlttiionnseay wit? 

Bene. It is ht my scabbard: shall I draw it? Avi^^ 

D.Pedro. Dost then wear tiqr wit by thy side? g 

(Uaud. Nem any did S0| lliou^ yeiymaiiy hare beoi 
bedde their wit I will bid thee draw, as we do the min- 
steels; draw, to fdeasore us» 

D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks pale. — Art 
thon dok, or angiy? 

(Maud. What, courage, mani What &ongh care killed 
a cat, then hast mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Bene. Sir, I ^shall meet your wit in the career, an you 
charge it against me. I pray yon choose another sabjeet 

Claud. Nay, then, give hioa ano&er staff: this last was 
broke cross. 

wD. JMw. By itS» light, he changes moace and more: I 
tibink he be angry indeed. 
>CktiA Kbs be, he Imowa how to turn his girdle* 
Bene. • Shall I speak a word in your ear? 
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Claud. God bless me £rom a challenge ! 

Bene. You are a villain; — I jest not; — I will make it 
good how you dare, with what you dare, and when you dare. 
— Do me light, or I wiU protest your cowardice. You have 
killed a sweet lady, and her death shali fedl heavy oa you. 
Let me hear from you. 

Claud. Well , I will meet you, so I may have good cheer. 

JD. Pedro. What, a feast? a feast? 

Claud. r£uth, I thank him; he hath bid me to a calfs- 
head and a capon; the which if I do not carve most curiouslyi 
Bay my knife's naagbt — - Shall I not find a woodcock too? 

Bene. Sir , your wit ambles well; it goes easily. 

D. Pedro. I'll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy wit tiie 
other day. I said, thou hadst a fine wit: "True," says she, 
"a fine little one." "No," said I, "a great wit:" "Right," 
says she, "a great gross one." "Nay," said I, "a good wit:" 
"Just," said she, "it hurts nobody." "Nay," said I, "the 
gentleman is wise:" "Certain," said she, "a wise gentle- 
man." "Nay," said I, "he hath the tongoee:" "That I be- 
lieve," said she, " for he swore a thing to me <m Monday night, 
which he forswore on Tuesday morning; there's a double 
tongue; there's two tongues." Thus did she, an hour to- 
gether, trans-shape thy partienlar virtues: yet at last she 
concluded with a sigh, thou wast the properesi man in Italy. 

Claud, For the which she wept heutily, and said she 
eared not. 

D. Pedro. Yea, that she did; but yet, for all that, an if 
she did not hate him deadly, she would love him dearly; — 
the old man's daughter told us alL 

Claud. All, aU; and, mofeom, God saw him when he 
was hid in the garden. 

D, Pedro. But when shall we set the sayage bull's horns 
on the sensible Benedick's head? 

GUmd. Yea, and teit undemeatii, " Here dwells Benedick, 
the married man"? 

Bene, Fare you well, boy: you know n^mind. I will 
leave you now to your gOBslp4ike humour: you break jests 
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M braggarts do their blades , which, God be thankedy hurt 
not-^My lord, ioat your mai^ courtesies I thank yon : I must 
discontinue your compaay: your brother the bastard is fled 
from Messina: yoa haye among you killed a sweet and in- 
nocent lady. For my Lord Lackbeard there i be and I shall 
meet: and till then peace be with bim« [ExiL 
D, Pedro. He is in earn est. 

Claud, In most profound earnest; and, I'll wanmit yon, 
for the love of Beatrice. 

/>, Bsdro, And hafh challenged thee? 
Claud, Most sincerely. 

D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is when be goes in 
bis doublet and hose , and leares CMff bis wit! 

CUtud, He is then a giant to an ape: but then is an ape 
a doctor to such a man. 

D. Pedro, But, soft you, let me be: plnek up , my beart| 
andbesadl Did be not say, my broOier was fled? 

Enter Doobbbbyi YaBGBS , and the Watch, toilh Cohraob 

and BoRAcmo. 

Dog, Ciome, you, sir: if justice cannot tame yon, she shall 
ne'er weigh more reasons in her balance: nay, an yon be a 
cursing hypocrite once, you must be looked to. 

2>. P^dro^ How nowl two of my brother's men boundl 
Boracbioonel 

Ckmd. Hearken after their offence, my lord. 

2>. Pedro, Officers , what offence bare these men done? 

Dog. Many, sir, they haye committed fieilse report; more- 
over, they have spoken untruths; seooodazily, thqr axe dan- 
ders; dxth and la8^,th^ have belied a lady; tfauraQy, they 
have rerified unjust things; and, to oomMle, they are Jtying 
knaves. 

D.Pedro. lirst, I aik tliee what th^ baare done; tiiiidly, 
I ask thee what's ihm ofibnoe; sixth and lastly, why ISaiy 
are ocmmitted; and, to ooncfaide, what yon ky to tbek ehai^ 

CKoMd. Bighily reasoned, and in bis own dinsioB; and, 
by way troth, there's one meanmg weli suited. 
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jD. Pedro. Who have you oflfeDded, masters, that you are 
thus bound to your answer? this learned constable is too can* 
ning to be understood; what's your oflfence? 

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine answer : 
do you hear me , and let this count kill me. I have deceived 
even your very eyes : what your wisdoms could not discover, 

ri« -kJ^fK^hese shallow fools have brought to light \ who , in the night, 
' ^ overheard me confessing to this man, how Don John your 
brother incensed me to slander the Lady Hero; how you were 
brought into the orchard, and saw me court Margaret in Heroes 
garments; how you disgraced her, when you should marry 
her: my villany they have upon record; which 1 had rather 
seal with my death than repeat over to my shame. The lady 
is dead upon mine and my master's false accusation^ audi 
briefly, I desire nothing but the reward of a villain. 

D, Pedro. Kuns not this speech like iron through your blood? 
Claud. I have drunk poison whiles he utter'd it. 
D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this? 
Bora, Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 
D. Pedro. He is composed and fram'd of treacheiy: — 
And fled he is upon this villany. 

Claud, Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblance that I loVd it first. 

Dog. Come , bring away the plaintiffs : by this time our 
sexton hath reformed Signior Leonato of the matter: and, 
masters , do not forget to specify^ when time and place shall 
serve, that I am an ass. 

Verg. HerOy bene comes master Signior Leonato, and the 
sexton too. 

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio , with the Sexton. 

Leon, Which is the villain? let me see his ejes, 
That, when I note another man like him| 
I may avoid him: which of these is he? 

Bora, If you would know your wronger, look on me. 

Leon. Art thou the slave that with t^^ breath hast kiU'd 
Mine innocent child? 
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Bora, Yea, even I alone. 

Leon, No , not so , villain ; thou beliest thyself: 
Here stand a pair of honourable men, 
A third is fled, that had a hand in it. — 
I thank yon, princes, for mj daughter's death: 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds; 
'Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience ; 
Yet I must speak . Choose your rerenge youiself ; 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin: yet sinn'd I not 
But in mistaking. 

D. Pedro. By my soul^ nor I: 
And yet, to satisfy tiiis good old man , 
I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he'll enjoin me to. 

Leon, I cannot bid you bid my daughter live I — 
That were impossible : but , I pray you both. 
Possess llie people in Messina here 
How innocent she died ; and if your love 
Can labour aught in sad invention ^ 
Hang her an epitaph upon her tonkb. 
And sing it to her bones, — sing it to-night: — 
To-monow morning come you to my house; 
And since you could not be my son-in-law, 
Be yet my nephew: my brother hath a daughter, 
Almost the copy of my child that's dead, 
And she alone is heir to both of us : 
Give her the right you should have given her cousin 
And so dies my revenge. 

Claud, 0 noble sir, 

Your over>kindness doth wring tears from met 
I do embrace your offer; and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon. To-monow, then , I will e^iect your coining ; 
To-night I take my leave. — This naughty man 
ShaU £m to fiuse be brought to liargaireti 
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Who I believe was pack'd in all this wrong , 
Hir*d to it by your brother. 

Bora, No , by my sonl^ she was not; 

Nor knew not what she did when she spoke to me; 
But always hath been just and virtuous 
la any tMng that I do know by her. 

Dog. Moreover, sir (which indeed is not under white and 
black) I this plaintiff herOi the offender, did call me ass: I 
beseech you, let it be remembered in hh punishment. And 
alsOi the watch heard them talk of one Deformed : they say be 
wears a key m his ear, and a lock hangiug by it; and borrows 
money in God's name, — the which he hath used so long and 
never paid, that now men grow bard-hearted, and will lend 
noOiing for God's sake : pray yoa,eiaminehlm npon that point. 

Letm, I thank thee for &y care and honest pains. 

Dog, Your worship speaks like a most thankful and re- 
verend youth; and I praise God for yon. 

Leon. There's fat thy pains. 

JDoff, God safe the finmdationl 

Leon, Go, I discharge fhee of thy prisoner, and t ;thank 
thee. 

Doff, I leave an arrant knave wilh yonr worship; niiich 1 
beseedi your worship to eonect yonrsdf , to the example of 
oChers. God keep your woishipl I wish your worship well; 
God restore 70a to health! I humbly give yon leave to depart; 
and if a merry meeting may be wished, God prohibit it! — 
Come, neighbour. [£Sseimf Dogberry^ Vergee^ and TTotoft. 

Leon, Until to-monow mog ming, lords, forewdUL 

Ani, Farewell , my lords : we look for you to-morrow. 

D.Pedro. We will not faiL 

CUmi. To-night m mown with Hero. 

{Exeunt Don Pedro and daudio. 
Leon. Bring yon these fallows on. Well talk with Mar- 
garet, 

Howheraoqnaintance grew witii this lewd fsDow. 

[EiBemt. 
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Sgbkx IL Lbohato*8 garden. 

Enter^ severally^ Benedick and Maboibbv. 

Bene. Pray thee, sweet Mistress Margaret, deserve well 
at my hands by helping me to the speech of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you, then, write me a sonnet in praise of my 
beauty? 

Bene, In so high a style, Margaret, that no man living shall 
come over it; for, in most comely truth, thou deservest it. 

Marg. To have no man come over me 1 why, shall I always 
keep below stairs? 

Bene, Thy wit is as q^uick as the greyhound's mouth, — 
it catches. 

Marg, And yours as blunt as the fencer's foils, which hit, 
but hurt not. 

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret; it will not hurt a 
woman: and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice: I give thee the 
bucklers. 

Marg. Give us the swords ; we have bucklers of our own. 

Bene. If you use them, Margaret, you must put in the 
pikes with a vice) an^jl they are daiigerous weapons fox 
maids. 

Marg, Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I think hath 
legs. 

Bene, And therefore wiU come. [Exit Margaret, 

The god of love , [Smgmg. 
Thai sits above, 
And knows me, and knows me, 
How pitiful I deserve f — 
I mean in singing ; but in loving, — Leander the good swim- 
mer, Troilus tilie fiist emjployer of pandenii and a whole iHKik- 
fioll of these qtumdam eaxpet-mongersi whose names yet nm 
smoothly in the eren road of a Uaok TenOi — why, they wexe 
never so tmly turned over and over as my poor self in love. 
Many, I cannot show it in rhyme ; I have tried: I ean find oat 
no rhyme to '^ladj" but "babji" — an innocent rhyme; iox 
•"sooxn," <'hoin," — a hard rhyme; for ^'school," ''fook;* — a 

6* 
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babbling rhyme; veiy ominous endings: no, I was not bom 
nnder a rhynpng planet^ nor I cannot woo in fcBtival terms. 

Enter Bisatiucb. 

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called thee? 
Beat. Yea , signior , and depart when jou bid me. 

Bene. 0 , stay but till then ! 

Beat ' ' Then " is spoken ; fare you well now ; — and yet, 
ere I go, let me go with that I came for; which is, with 
knowing what hath passed between yon and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words; and thereupon I will kiss thee. 

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind is but 
foul breath, and fool breath is noisome; therefore I will de- 
part unkissed. 

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of his right sense, 
BO forcible is thy wit. Bat I must tell thee plainly, Claudio 
undergoes my challenge; and either I must shortly hear from 
him, or I will subscribe him a coward. And, I pray thee 
now, tell me for which of my bad parts didst thou first fall in 
love with me? 

Beat, For tiiem aU together; whidi maintained so politie 
a state of evil, 13iat tibey wOl not admit any good part to in- 
termingle with them. But for which of my good parts did 
you fint mxSeat lore for me? 

Bene. Sufolare, — a good epithet! I do soflbr lore in- 
deed, ftr I love thee against my wilL 

Beat, In spite of your heart, I think; alas, poor heart! 
If yon spite it for my sake, I will spite it for yours; to I will 
never love that whii^ my friend hates. 

Bene. Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat. It appears not in this conflBssion: tibiere'r not one 
wise man among twenty tiiat will praise himself. 

Bene. An an old instance, Beatnee, that lived in the 
tame of good ndghbouxs. If a man do not ereet in this age 
his own tomb ere he dies, he shallliye no longer in monumait 
than the beQ rings and the widow weeps. 

Beat. ^ And li^w long is that, thmk you? 
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Bene. Question: — why, an hour in clamour, and a quarter 
in rheum: tilierefore is it most expedient for the wise (if Don 
Worm, his conscience, find no impediment t# the contrary) to 
be the trumpet of his own virtues, as I am to myself. So 
much for praising myself, who, I myself will bear witness ^ is 
praiseworthy: and now me, how doth your cousin? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene, And how do you? 

Beat, Yery ill too. 

Bene. Senre God, love me, and mend. There will I leave 
yon t0O| for here comes one in haste. 

Enter Ubsula. 

Urs. Madam, you must come to your imcle. Yonder's 
old coil at home: it is proved my Lady Hero hath been 
falsely accused, the prince and Claudio mightily abused; and 
Don John is the author of all, who is fled and gone. Will you 
come presently? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news , signior? 

Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be 
buried in thy eyesj and moreover I will go with thee to thy 
uncle. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. 2'he inside of a church. 

Enter Don Psdbo^ CLAm>io, and Attendantsi with music 

and tapers. 

Claud, Is this the monument of Leonato? 
Atten. It is , my lord. 
Claud, [reade from a eeroll] 

^Done to deaA by eUmderous tonguee 

Was ihe Hero fto here Ueei 
DeaiSi^ m guerdon of her wrongs^ 

Owes her fame wUdi neeer dies. 
So the life (hat died vfilh shame 
Lives ^ deaffk with glorious fame,^ 
Hang thou there upon the tomb , [Fixing up ihe serolL 
F^calidog her when I am dnmb. ^ 
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Now 9 music I Bound, and siog your Bolenm hymn. 

Song. 

Pardon J goddess of the nighty 
Those (hat slew thy virgin knight^ 
For the which, with songs of woe ^ 
Round about her tomb theg go. 
Midnight, assist our moan\ 
Help us to sigh and groans 

Heavily f heavily: 
Graves , yawn, and yield your dead^ 
liU death be uttered^ 
Heavily, heavily^ 
Claud. Now, unto thy bones good nightl — 

Yearly will I do this rite. 
D. Pedro. Good monow, masters ; put yodir torches out: 
The wolves have prey'd; and look, the gentle day, 
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about 

Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey. i^%nc^uiA 
Thanks to you all , and leave ns: £ire you well. 

Claud. Good monow, masters: each his several way. 
^t(f luAcrD, Pedro. Come , let us hence , and put on other weeds; 
And then to Leonato's we will go. 
CkBud, And Hymen now with luckier issue speed's 
Than tibis for whom we render'd np tiiis woe I \ExeiaU* 

8aBNB lY. A room m Lbohato's house, 

Hnier Lionato, Aaraomo, BsKsmoK, Beatbicb, Maboasxt, 
Ursula, Fbias Fraxois, and Hbbo. 

F, F^an. Did I not tell you she was ionocort? 

Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who accns'd her 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 
But Margaret was in some fault for this, 
Althou^^ against her will , as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 

JnL Well, I am ^lad that all things sort so well. 

Bene. And so am I, being eke hy ftith enfbic'd 
To call yomig Qandio to a reckoning for it 
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Leon. Well , daughter , and you genUewomen all , 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves, 
And when I send for you, come hither masked: 
The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour 
To visit me. — You know your office, brother: [Exeunt Ladies. 
You must be father to your brother's daughter , 
And give her to young Claudio. 

Ant. Which I will do with confirm'd countenance. 

Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pains, 1 think. 

F. Fi-an. To do what, signior? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me; one of them. — 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior. 
Your niece regards mc with an eye of favour. 

Leon. That eye my dnughter lent her: 'tis most true. 

Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Leon. The sight whereof 1 think you had from me, 
From Claudio, and the prince: but what's your will? 

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical: 
But, for my will, my will is, your good-will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd 
1' the state of honourable marriage : — 
In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

F. Fran. And my help. — 

Here come the prince and Claudio. 

Enter Dmr Pbdbo ami Cljlitdio , with Attendants. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly. 

Leon. Grood morrow , prince \ good morrow , Claudio : 
We here attend you. Are you yet determin'd 
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter? 

Claud. rU hold my mind, were she an Ethiop. 

Leon. Call her forth, brother j here's the friar ready. 

[Exit Antonio. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick. Why, what's the matteri 
That you have such a February face , 
So full of frost, of stonu, and cloudiness? 
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Claud. 1 think he thinks upon the savage bull. — 
Tush , fear not, man; we'll tip thy horns with goid^ 

And all Europa sliall rejoice at thee; 
As once Europa did at lusty Jove , 
( When he would play the noble beast in love. 
^ psx^ j^^c j^^g ^ gj-j. ^ Y^^^ an amiable low ; 

'w\/C'^\o^ And some such strange bull Icap'd your father's cow, 
And got a calf in that same noble feat 
Much like to you, for you have just his bleat. 

Claud, For this I owe 70a: here come other reckonings. 

Re-enter Antonio, with the Ladies masked. 

Which is the lady I must seize upon? 

Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her. 

Claud. Why, then she's mine. — Sweet, let me see your face 

Leon. No, that you shall not, tUl you take her hand 
Before this friar , and swear to many her. 

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy Mar: 
1 am your husband , if you like of me. 

Hero, And when X liy'd, I was your other wife : 

[UmnasJcmg. 

And when you lov'd , you were my other husband. 
CUwd, Another Hero I 

Hero. Nothing certainer: 

One Hero died defil'd; but I do live. 
And surely as I live , I am a maid. 

£>. Pedro. The former Hero! Hero that is dead! 

Leon. She died , my lord , but whiles her slander liv'd . 

R Fran. All this amaaement can I qualify; 
When after that the holy rites are ended, 
111 tell you largely of £elir Hero's death: 
Meantime let wonder seem £uniUar| 
And to the chapel let us presently. 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. — Which is Beatrice? 

Beat, [unmasking] lanawer to thatname. What is your will? 

Bene. Do not you loTO me ? 

BeaL Why, no; no more than reasoii. 
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Bene, Why, then jour imeley aadthepciiieei and Oaodio 
Have been deceirid; ihej swore you did. 
Beat Do not you love me? 

Bene, Trofh, no; no more tilian reason. 

Beat, Whyi Hien my coosuii Maii^uet, and tFrsula 
Are much deceiT'd; for fhey did swear yoa did. 

Bene* Thej swore that yoa were almost sick for me. 

BeaL They swore that yon were weli*nigh dead for me. 

Bene. Tis no such matter. — Then yoa do not lore me? 

Beat, No , truly, bat in friendly recompense. 

Leon, Come ^ coosin, Tm sm e you lore tiie gentleman. 

Gaud. And FU be sworn npon't tiiat be lores ber; 
For bere's a paper, written in bis band, 
A baiting sonnet of bis own pure brain, 
Fashion'd to Beatrice. 

Eero. And bere's another, 

Writ in my eowdn's band, stolen from ber pocket, 
Containing ber aflSsotion onto Benedick. 

Bene. A miradel bereV onr own hands against our hearts. 
— Come, I will bare &ee; but, by this light, I take thee for 
piiy. 

Beat. I would not deny you; — but, by this good day, I 
yield upon great persuasion; and partly to save your life, for 
I was told you were in a consumption. 
* Bene. Peace! I will stop your mouth. [Kissing Iter. 

D. Pedro. How dost thou, Benedick, the married man? 

Bene. I'll tell thee what, prince; a college of wit-crackers 
cannot flout me out of my humour. Dost thou think I care 
for a satire or an epigram? No: if a man will be beaten with 
brains, he shall wear nothing handsome about him. In brief, 
since I do purpose to marry, I will think nothing to any pur- 
pose that the world can say against it; and therefore never 
flout at me for what I have said against it ; for man is a giddy 
thing, and this is my conclusion. — For thy part, Claudio, I 
did think to have beaten thee ; but in that thou art like to be 
my kinsman, live unbruised, and love my cousin. 

Claud. I had well hoped thou wouldst have denied Bea- 
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trice, that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy single life^ 
to make thee a double-dealer; which, out of question, thou 
wilt be, if my cousin do not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come , come , we are friends. — Let's have a dance 
ere we are maixied| that we may ligktoa ovr own hearts and 
our wives* heels. 

Leon. Well have dancing afterward. 

Bene. First, of my wittd} tiierefoze play, munci — Prince, 
thou art sad; get thee a wife, get thee a w£fe: there is no staff 
nune reTerend than one tipped with horn. 

£kUer a Messenger. 

Mess, My lord, your brother John is ta'en in flighty 
And brought with arm^d men back to Messina. 

Bene, Think not on bimtill to-morrow: I'll devise thee 
Imm panishments for him. — Strike up, pipers! [Dance, 

[Exeunt, 
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